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THE POETESS. 



" The fate which waits the gifted One,— 
To pine, each finer impulse checked ; 
At length to sink, and die." 

L. E. LANDON. 

" I tell the tale, as 'twas told to me." 



It was the sunset of a sommer eve,— 
I wandered to a wild, sequestered spot, 

There lonely fancies and sweet dreams to weave ; 
Becaliing scenes and thoughts too long forgot, 
Much of the Past, till now remembered not;— 

I heard a voice, with deep and mournful sound. 
Speaking of the dark sorrows of a lot 

Most desolate and sad ; and looking round, 
Beneath my favourite tree, a stranger's form I found. 



THE POETESS. 



A wild, onsettled light shone in her eye, 
Ab if the fire of fever scorched her hrain ; — 

She watched the sunset fading from the sky, 
As though she ne'er should look on it again, 
And wonld its bright remembrance still retain 

Through life's long years; and aa night's shadows loured 
She struck her harp, and breathed a parting strain ;^- 

So wild indeed, and sad the notes it poured. 
It seemed M o'er the strings Griefs bitterest tears were 
showered. 



in. 

There was no other shelter for her head 

Thau the green boughs of the o'erhanging trees, 
"Whose lighter branches, thus above her spread. 

Sighed sadly in the fitful evening breeze ; 

As if things even inanimate, like these, 
Felt for the sorrow of that mourner lone ; 

And, to assuage her secret miseries, 
Gave to each sound a sad and kindred tone. 
As if with untold griefs they had iieuniliar grown ! 
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No faumaD form, save hers, and mine, was there, — 
No earthly friend, with soothing words, was nigh ;- 

And were there none who felt for hei^espair, 
Or heeded if she'd sought that place to die f 
Did not the restless wandering of her eye, 

And the hot hectic spot upon her cheek. 
And the long, yearning gaze upon the sky. 

With an unheeded voice of warning speak,— 
Telling, the feehle frame was for such mind too weak ? 



But hark ! the echoes of the forest ring 

With her wild Harp's sweet, though untutored, sound ; 
Even as some simple flower, in secret, flings, 

Uncared for, and unsought, its firagrance round : — 

There is a tree in other climates found, 
Which you must hruise to call its sweetness forth ;— 

Thus with some minds the careless world may wound. 
Knowing hut little of their power or worth, 
Nor how such hearts shall soar ahove their native earth I 
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Of darkly blighted dreams that wild strain told, — 

Of pure and holy thoughts, and hopes laid low ; 
Of cherished fiAhds, whose hearts too soon grew cold ; — 

Some, by the world estranged, forgot their tow ; 

Others, most loved, sank before stem Death's blow, 
Like trees untimely felled ; — and as she sung. 

The dew of anguish gathered on her brow ; 
And from her lifted eyes hot tears were wrung ; — 
And these the bitter words that faltered from her tongue : 



" Lo! at Night^s coming every sound is hushed ; 
It is Day's calmest, and most holy hour ! 
Although my haughty heart at length is crushed. 
Wild Lyre ! thou still retain'st thine early power,- 
Tfaen, ere the darkness round us both shall lour, 
And hide, — for aye, perchance, — the light of day, 

Do thou the magic of thy numbers pour ; 

Breathe for me now a high and powerful lay, 

That shall my spirit's depths to human sight display. 
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*' Even as the vivid lightning's flashing gleam 
Pierces beneath the surface of the deep, 
And with a passing, but a gloriott»4leam, 

Lights np the caves where untold riches sleep ; — 
Shows where bright gems their former lustre keep, 
And lays the secrets of old Ocean bare ; — 

So doth a ray, ev'n like that lightning, sweep 
Through my lone heart, and 'midst its dark despair 
Kindles a passing gleam from treasures buried there ! 



'^ Awakened by that momentary ray, 

Before relentless Death his prey shall claim. 
My long neglected Harp I give me one lay 
Full of the Past ; — tell how I nursed a flame 
VTbose fatal influence taught me to aim 
At high reward, — a lofty name to win, 

And bind around my brow the wreath of Fame ! 
Tell how, while listening to that voice within, 
I saw, — ^unheeding saw, — life's darkest woes begin. 
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''And now, behold ! mj weuy task is wrought, 
The only boon I sought for, is possessed ;-^ 
But every high resolve and lofty thought 

Has been a serpent cherished in my breast, — 
Wearing fair forms, but like that ingrate goeet 
Stinging the trusting heart where long it lay, 
And bringing sadness, anguish, and unrest ! 
Fame hath no guerdon that oan e'er repay 
The Ibss of the sweet ties her votary casts away. 



'' Have I not drunk the embittered cup of life, — 
Felt all its heaviness and trying pain, — 
Known care, and torture, and soul-wearying strife, — 
And mourned the shivered links of Frieodship's chain, 
Felt that th4 hope of e&rChly bliss was vain P 
And whilst thy strings the lays of gladness sang, 

Or woke Love's gentle and more pleasing strain, 
My heart was bowed by many a bitter pang ; 
And ev'n in secret shrank from want's envenomed fiuig ! 
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** Yet Poesy a high reward bestowD ;— 
INatnre is lovely in the Poet's sight ; 
For us each flower with added lustre glows, — 
And Fancy decks the sky in hues more bright. 
And robes the beautiful in gorgeous light ; — 
The Sea seems more majestic — Earth more fair, — 

There is a yoicie amidst the stars of night, 
That speaks to us of hidden glory there ; — 
Aye, all earth's loveliest things a hue more brilliaat wear ; 



<< For me, beneath the weight of secret pain 
My once undaunted, baoyant spirits, sink : — 
Oh ! where is now fair Fancy's * golden chain ?' 
Adversity ha^ shivered every link ; — 
And from the cold world's sympathy I shrink ; 
I att not one of them, and cannot learn 

The wisdom which it teaches ; — on the brink 
Of the still grave its vanities I spurn. 
And for death's peaceful sleep, with trembling heart, 
I yearn! 
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XIV. 

*^ 'Tis true that round the humble name I bear 
Is cast a halo of unsullied fame; 
But though the v^reath is brif^ht, sharp thorns are 
there ; 
Tet for such pain no pity would I claim, 
It is enough to know, MY Father's name 
Is now become a loved and honoured One ! 

Yes ! this has been, in truth, my proudest aim ! — 
And now the task of weary years is done, 
What matters it how soon the sands of life are run !*' — 



The night drew on, — not mine the heart to leave 

That lonely mourner in such solitude, 
Through the still hours of darkness thus to grieve ; 

O'er real wrongs, or fancied griefe to brood, — 

My own quick feelings prompted to intrude 
Upon her musings ;— -what would it avail 

To tell what passed — 'twas not in vain I sued : — 
In after hours I heard her mournful tale ; — 
Well might her eye grow dim, her cheek grow thin and pale. 
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Hers had, indeed, been a dark, bitter fate, 
Alone on earth's wild desert she was cast, — 

The lessons of experience taught too late. 
She, like the flower which fades before the blast, 
That over meaner things had harmless passed. 

Was hourly fading, and it seemed to me 
Despair's all potent chain was twined too fast 

Around her heart, and could not broken be ; 
For nothing roused her soul from its dread apathy. 



Tet still she struck at times her cherished Lyre, — 
The Past — the fatal Past — supplied her theme ; 

She sang of Love ; " As a consuming fire, 

Whose first approach may bright and cheering seem, 
Gilding our pathway with a glowing beam, 

But soon we tremble at its mighty power. 
For, like the vivid lightning's lurid gleam, 

It shows where the destroying tempests lour. 
Then passes from our gaze ; — ^faithless in trial's hour ! 
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*' As over distant India's fertile plains, 

In some dark hour, the Simoom's fell blasts sweep, 
And wheresoe'er they come destruction reigns. 
And desolation smiles, though man must weep : — 
Thus my young heart, awaking as from sleep, 
Saw the Tain dreams, so fondly cherished there. 

Fade, like the sunlight mirrored in the deep 
Before the Tempest's breath : — all that looked fair 
Shrank from the coming gloom, — the Tempest of Despair! 



XIX. 

'^ The storm must pass, — ^but the next sun hath shone 
Upon a withered and a ruined scene. 
Uprooted trees, and sacred sbrines o'erthrown, — 
The wreck of all things which had lovely been ! — 
Such is the harvest all who love must glean ! 
The laugh is on my lip — flight in mine eye. 

As though no evil destiny I'd seen : — 

Hidden from human sight my sorrows lie, — 

Alone in heart I've lived — alone in heart, I die 1 
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XX. 

" And he, who blighted my glad spirit's peace, 

By whom snch seemiug proofs of lore were shown, 
Who said, affection but with life could cease : — 
How will he for his broken faith atone ? 
And for the evils I, through him, hare known P 
Though now he triumphs in his treachery, 

Ere long a spell shall round his heart be thrown ; 
And the dark hour wiU come, at length, when he, 
Bowed, even by griefe like mine, must lone and friendless be ! 



'* His future fate, with a prophetic eye, 

Upon Fate's canvass pictured, I behold ; 
I see the hour of retribution nigh, — 
The heart he deems most faithful, shall prove cold, 
And fond of change, even as his own of old : 
Death shall be busy, claiming for his prey 

The loved and cherished ; and ere he have told 

The * threescore years,' he'll feel the swift decay 

Of ftll that blesses now, and cheers his onward way. 
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" He drugged with bitterness my cup of life, — 

Threw wintry blight upon the flowers of springs — 
And he shall know the turmoil and the strife 
That worldly cares, and worldly feelings bring : — 
The madman, who in wrath away may fling 
Some rich and priceless gem, more wisdom shows 

Than he, who winning woman's love, can wring 
Her heart by treachery, and reckless throvvs 
The precious gem away : — he merits all earth's woes ! 



<^ The Past shall haunt him through the coming years,- 
£ven as a shadow, resting on his heart. 
Which joy shall lighten not, — ^nor bitter tears 
Efface from his remembrance ; and the dart 
Which Conscience points, shall to his soul impart 
Undying pangs ; — and often shall it be 

That, waking from some fearful dream, he'll start 
And tremble at the yiew which Memory 
Arrays before his sight — speaking of wrong, and — im I 
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'* Eve — the calm eve — the dreaming Poet's hour ! 

Shall still remind him how, and when, we met ;— 
Laugh — song — jest — dance — and whispered words, have 
power 
To wring his heart with hitter, deep regret: — 
He perhaps may fancy that he shall forget 
Beneath another's smiles, my matchless love, — 

That hope is vain ! — ^he doth rememher yet I 
Time shall not from his hreast that thought remove, 
And what was once his hliss, his heaviest woe shall prove ! 



*< I do not qieak in anger — I forgive- 
But on my Lyre is flung a strange, wild spell. 
Almost prophetic : — though I may not live 
To see his doom fulfilled, I know full well 
It vnll he even what I now foretell. 
For me Love's dream is over,— ^I am grown 

Older in heart than they who longer dwell 
On earth, hut have not such deep sorrows known : 
Tet it is sad, indeed, to tread life's paths alone I 
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XXTI. 



'^ Still do I turn with true and trusting heart 
Unto my fellow-creatures ; — can it be 
This too confiding feith will n#er depart ? — 
How rery many friends were false to me, 
Changed by the blighting breath of Poverty ; 
And still I dare to think others are true ! 

I shudder at the fearfunnemory •* ' 
Of the dark links which treachery round me drew,- 
Yet fondly, warmly trust the loved and chosen few ! * 



xxvii. 

" Enough, enough of love! could I believe* ^ ' ** 
My heart would ever feel its pangs again—; 
That man's professions could again deceive — 
That I, a second time, should wear that chsdn 
"Whose slightest pressure is a weight of pain — 
I would shun all the human race for aye I 

But no I Love bends his bow at me in vain, 

No more shall his false hopes over me sway ; 

I even bid my Lyre turn from the theme away ! 
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'^ A passion far more mighty rules me now ! 

Even tbongli soon J shall be but mere clay, 

Fame must be mine — must place upon my brow 

That wreath, whose glory can all pain repay — 

The Poet's high reward ! — what do I say ? 

That wreath is mine — would I not throw aside 

The dazzling coronal, whose sharp thorns prey 
Upon my brain ? — Alas ! 'tis tameless Pride 
Teaches ambitious hopes, my secret pangs to hide !"- 



— Yes, it was so ! — Pride taught her to subdue 
The outward show of many a heavy pain, 

Hiding 'neath smiles and jests the pangs she knew : 
And, rallying for a time, she mixed again 
Amidst the world's gay crowds, — ^seeking in vain 

The peace its votaries can never claim : — 
And many strove her friendship to obtain. 

And paid her homage, when they saw that Fame 
Had borne throughout the land the lonely Poet's name. 
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XXX, 



Awhile it seemed accepted ; but |^er heart 
Grew weary of such mockerj, ere long ; 

She was not made to play the worldling's part. 
Or heed the praises of the careless throng ; — 
'Twas not for them she woke her strange, wild song- 

A prouder dream inspired her Harp*s sad lays, 
Bidding her hope she might be ranked among 

The gifted ones of earth, and win their praise 
Whose yery smile alone the Poet's toil repays. 



And her ambitious wishes were attained, 
The gifted and the noble praised her lay : — 

Joys she not now her recompense is gained P 
Look on her — she hath sadly turned away 
From a fair scene, where every heart seemed gay. 

And sits within her chamber — desolate^ 

"While bitter thoughts her haughty spirit sway ; 

Vainly she struggles with her adverse fate, 
Around her onward path still heavier sorrows wait. 
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JCXXII. 

She opens Tarious letters — some convey 

Praises, in words of high and kindly tone, 
That well might cheer the Poet's thorny way ; — 

Bright as the stars which through night's darkness 
shone! — 

Some hreathe of fervent love for her alone, — 
Others hear precious gems — gifts of high price — 

But carelessly aside all these are thrown, 
She would have deemed it quite a sacrifice. 
Of the swift passing time, to look upon them twice. — 



Yet was she doomed more trials still to know, 
To strive and struggle against fearful pain ; 

For, half-forgetful of her former vow, 
That proud, confiding spirit, loved again I 
Alas ! a second time that love was vain ! 

It was returned — and vows of faith were plighted, — 
But circumstances hade them to restrain 

The hope which like a ray each heart had lighted ; — 
And now, indeed, for her, life's latest flower was hlighted I 
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She conquered her regret, and seemed again 
Cold — careless — reckless — of each earthly thing ; 

An apathy, like death, she learnt to feign ; — 
But there were hours when Memory's hidden sting 
Bitterness o'er her heart and path would fling, 

Leading its furrowed stamp upon her brow ; — 

Light things the Past before her thoughts would bring. 

And to the very dust her spirit bow : — 
But these were idle dreams — aye, worse than idle, now t 



And thus she lived : — if it be life, to bear 

With a calm look such inward agony, — 
To feel the very soul bowed by despair ; — 

Alone, amidst the busy crowd, to be ; 

Deeming all earthly joy but mockery 
Of griefs too'sad and bitter to reveal ; 

Nor daring to the Throne of Grace to flee : — 
The thoughts which o'er such lone, crushed spirits steal, 
Check the faint throb of hope which they at times may feel! 
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She had borne this, it seemed, for long, long years, 
Hope from her high and wayward spirit driven ; 

Despair had frozen the warm foont of tears t 
And — woe of woes ! — not one faint ray was given 
To guide her worn heart in the path to Heaven! 

Against all earthly hate, or grief, or ill. 

With an imshrinlcing courage she had striven. 

Nay, with undaunted mind she bore it still, 
Reckless if worldly foes their darkest threats fulfil. 



But when she thought that the Eternal God 

Turned from her earnest prayer in wrath away, 
With maddening brain along life's tracks she trod ; 

She deemed some deed, done in youth's thoughtless 
day,— 

Some unknown crime — veiled Mercy's cheering ray. 
And o'er her soul its gloomy shadow threw : — 

She had not learnt how much aU need to pray 
For mercy and forgiveness ; — nor yet knew 
That ills like these were sent her proud heart to subdue. — 
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XXXVTII. 

— A few long months have passed : — before God*s Throne 

The Minstrel bends in meek and fervent prayer : — 
HE, who ne'er breaks the bruised reed, had shown 

To her now humbled heart the evil there ; 

Taught her to strive against — with watchful care — 
The high indomitable earthly pride, 

Which once alone had given her power to bear 
"With a calm look whatever might betide ; — 
On her own strength and will she had too much relied ! 
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And these had failed in trial's sternest hour ! 

Her heart was torn with anguish, — crushed and riven, 
And bowed to earth beneath despair's strong power: — 

Bat even in that hour a hope was given, 

And the dread darkness from her spirit driven : — 
Her pride subdued, meekly she kissed the rod. 

And bent submissive to the will of Heaven ; 
Forsook the dangerous path which she had trod. 
And, with repentant heart, trusted alone in God ! 



— Who was the Guide, that — ^under Heaven — had led 
Her wandering spirit back to Peace again P — 

The Minister of Christ I — His teaching shed 
Light on her troubled soul, and bade Hope reign 
Triumphant over Fear, Despair, and Pain ; 

Slowly, but surely, a great change was wrought. 
And holy thoughts, once roused from sleep, remain 

Her constant guests ; while, by her Pastor taught. 
She to the Sayiour's Cross her fears and sorrows brought. 
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Trusting in Him, whose power alone can save 
His people from the sinner's fearful fate, 

She looked for happiness beyond the Grave ; 
Though sad as ever was her worldly state, 
Though nought of eartfUy bliss her heart await, 

She was resigned — ^looking to Him for aid ; 
And now she could more truly estimate 

The mercies every passing hour displayed, — 
Till in Beayen's own pure light the Future seemed 
arrayed ! — 



She woke sometimes her wild H*arp's rambling lay. 

Its sympathising tones soothed, cheered, and blest ; 
And 8till the love of Fame held powerful sway 

Within the deep recesses of her breast ; 

Prompting wild hopes, which should have been represt, 
And thus she sung : " Oh ! that upon my Lyre 

Some charm, — like fabled magic spell — might rest ; 
Gifting the strings with that poetic fire 
Which ev'n in others' hearts can kindred thoughts inspire ! 
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XLITI. 



*' I would not breathe in foreign climes, my song ; 
^ -J^. JH^:5|00^nt|jy's haipea a p}ace would claim ! 
Af^wneft y> ezjfp i sb^l4)p ipore MIoag, • *• k 
Would leave«<WL i JLEMf^iste' 6mM$aB page my , 
name ! « 

* The noblf of the lai|d i^ould pwn my fiime,— 
^d by .the f»^t|iflij^Hrth my. ^ai^^k^ read— 

«TiU they.f{^miliai;hoa8ehol4w^d8]])0eame ! 
iX)r.|9Nv^e«t l9pw«r»^byLnide liwds crushed; itill shed ^ 
Perffime around the path where kinder spirits tre^ ! 

H There aie no words of poww^fl^tell how strong *• 
TIm love of fame beecMUAs in hearts V^ mine ; 
I seek na praises ft:pm the heivtless thrtDg, 
My haughty so«l<such homage would decline; — 
The incenfe oJOfiyed at my gpmt's shrine 
Must be from kindred mind|^;—iiA«ir amile will seem 

• Like precious gems amidst the gloom^ijnine.; 
Or as though some bright star's refa\gent beam 

Through the thick clouds of night should unexpected gleaml 
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'^ And may such brightness glad and bless the hearts 
Which amid worldly trials have been true ; 
Few though thef be, their truth more joy imparts 
Than all of earthly good I ever knew, 
And gives to present hopes a brighter hue ! 
Now, for the last time, let me wake my Lyre 

For one whose friendship light around me threw ;•— 
Lost is the Poet's youthful, ardent fire, 
But Gratitude shaU now my farewell song inspire:" — 



" I ask no idle worldly fame, — 
Mine is a higher, holier aim. 
That bids me hope I yet may claim 
The praises of the good and wise, — 
The frieadship of the few I prize. 
Humbly, and yet how proudly too, 
I seek to win such boon from Yon ! — 
For years, Despair had been the guest, 
The constant inmate of my breast. 
My lot was sad, for Death and Fate 
Had made my spirit desolate 



THE POETESS. 

The Future, as the Past, looked drear, 
No joy to bless, no hope to cheer : 
And scarcely did my worn soul dare 
To breathe, ev'n to its God, a prayer I 
I could not guess what secret crime 

Had brought on me so dark a doom, 
Which even on youth's joyous prime 

Bad thrown a deep and heavy gloom. 
And though my lip still wore a smile, 

And my tongue framed the merry jest 
"Which could another's griefs beguile, — 

It brought no gladness to my breast ! 
And Pride alone nerved me to bear 
The agony of my despair ! 
In vain I sought the * House of Prayer,' 
The same dark thoughts pursued me there, 
And from my tortured soul was driven 
All earthly peace, all hope of Heaven ! 

■* Yours were the words that from my heart 
Bade doubt, despair, and dread depart : — 
Light on my troubled spirit broke. 
And from that fearful dream I woke. 
To Ton, next to my God, 1 owe 

D 
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The peace — tbe hope — which now I know ! 
Nor can my lowly lay reveal 
The fervent gratitude I feel. — 
They say, my life is near its end ; 

They bid me for that hour prepare : — 
To this each thought and deed must tend, 

Nor aught of earth my feelings share ; 
Yet when before God's Throne I bend 

■To pour my spirit forth in prayer-^ 
To ask a blessing on the few^ — 
The grateful prayer is breathed for You !" 



'Twas her last lay : — a few brief weeks had fled, 

And that unquiet spirit sank to rest ; 
A purer peace o'er her last hours was shed 

Than her lone heart had e'er in life possessed I 

Immortal Hope, with happier visions blessed 
Than those which Fame's most glowing dreams supplied. 

• — And we obeyed the Minstrel's last request. 
Which was, that if beneath our roof she died, 
Her grave might be the spot which she had specified. 
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It was a silent and seqaeRtered spot, 
Where foot of traveller would seldom tread, — 

Where the light 'hearted wanderer tarrieth not ;— 
Majestic trees met arching over head, — 
Beneath, a carpet of soii^ grass was spread, 

Save in one narrow spot where ye may trace 
The outlines of that lone one's earthly bed. 

A simple stone tells not her fame or race, 
But only says that here she found a resting-place. 



XLVIII. 

Yes ! — every earthly tie is broken now, 
That high and restless heart is hushed and still,— 

Calm is that lately wildly-throbbing brow, 
Callous alike to all of good or ill : — 
No more the tone of kindly voice shall thrill 

Through every quivering nerve, or wake again 
The aspiring hope — the indomitable will 

Of her unconquered soul : — nor secret pain 
With an unguessed-at pang her betlcr<]iought8 restrain ; 
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She sleeps in peace and silence — in a Rcene 
YThich she had loved in life ; — ^that life is o'er, 

And she is of the number who " have been," 
And who, we trust, have reached a happier shore, — 
Who pain, and woe, and want can feel no more ! 

What of the Poet will the Future tell ? 
Will it preserve her wild and simple lore — 

Will PoesY invest it with her spell — 
Or kind hearts bid her name on '^ Memory's" records 
dwell P 
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StANZAS, 

6VGOE8TED BT THE SPEECH OE THE RET. H. R. 
WOOLLEY, M.A., (RECTOR OF HANDSWORTH), AT 
THE MEETING OF THE SOCIETY FOR THE PROPA- 
GATION OF THE GOSPEL IN FOREIGN PARTS. 

*' And the Gospel shall be preached in all nations." 

Matt. zxiy. 14. 



Even in the farthest corner of the earth 
The word of God's pure Gospel shall be read ;-~ 

On distant lands, that knew not yet the worth 
Of these high tidings, light shall soon be shed, 
And the untutored Heathen gladly led 

Unto his God ; — and Sharon's rose shall bloom 
YThere once the wild, uncultured desert spread ; 

Gladness and light disperse the shades of gloom. 
And peace and sacred love the Pagan's night illume I 

D 3 
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— It was a sninmer eye, in the far East, 
And gorgeous colours decked the closing day ; 

The sounds which mark the husy hours had ceased, 
As a toil-wearied man pursued his way 
O'er the deserted, lonely wilds that lay 

Arouud him there ; — a strange and dreary spot ; — 
As sank from sight the sun's departing ray 

He reached the threshold of an Indian's cot, 
And sought for that one night to share the Chieftain's lot. 



"Welcomed and fed, ere he retired to rest 
He spoke to them, as none before had spoke, 

Of an Eternal God, who made and blest, — 
Of a "Redeemiug Saviour, who had broke 
Death's fearful chain, and sin's appalling yoke ; — 

"With untaught-eloquence he preached God's Word 
Till faith within the Heathen's soul awoke, 

As joyously the Gospel truths he heard, 
And learnt how much, how oft, in ignorance he'd erredr 
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The pious teacher must at morn depart, 
To spread the glorioas tidings far and wide ; 

And throush the night, with meek and trusting heart 
He told of Him, who, to sa-ve sinners, died,-r- 
Whom the deluded Jews spurned and denied, 

But unto whom the Indian Chieftain bent, 
And sought to know, — Jesus, the cbucified! — 

In holy converse the long night was spent; 
At morning on his way with joy the Pastor went ! 



His parting-gift, the Book of Truth Divine, — 

Its doctrines printed in the Indian tongue ; — 
The Chieftain reads and learns, and bright hopes shine 

Within the heart that bowed to idols long ; 

And when at eve his children round him throng 
He teaches them the lesson he was taught. 

To seek for good, — to shun and shrink from wrong ; 
And hourly some new soul to God is brought, 
And, by His Spirit's aid, much of true good is wrdught. 
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No more to Joggemant they offerings pay, — 
The God whom now they serve doth not desire 

Those fearful deeds that fill ns with dismay ; 
No jiacrifice of blood will H£ require, 
No torturing death by famine, sword, or lire. 

To proTe their truth and faith ; — No ! for HE gave 
Hts only Son, to shield us from God's ire 

For evil deeds, — who died that he might save 
Man from the doom deserved — ^misery beyond the grave ! 



And one by one is added to the flock, — 

Each when converted seeking to bring more 
To the safe shelter of their faith's strong rock : — 

And the glad tidings spread from shore to shore ; 

And we may hope, ere many years are o'er. 
That, guided safely by the Almighty's hand, 

And ever shielded by His watchM power, 
His faithful servants, following Christ's command. 
Shall preach His Gospel truths to all and every land ! 
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Hasten, oh, Mighty God ! the glorioaR hoar I 

Send down Thy Holy Spirit to our aid I 
No more let darkness on the nations lour, 

Bat Gospel light disperse each gloomy shade ; 

Unite the adverse kingdoms, that have made 
War as for sport ; and, Fatheb I let Thy might, 

Thy majesty and glory, be displayed 
To all the earth ; and give religion's light 
Unto the lands that sit in darkness and in night ! 



And bless, oh Lord ! the Preachers of Thy "Word 

That " go before Thee, to prepare Thy way ;" 
And wheresoe'er Thy Gospel shall be heard. 

Oh ! may all hearts its sacred truths obey ! 

And kindle in our souls a holy ray. 
Pure and undying ; that when Thou again 

Shalt come — as Judge — and earth shall own Thy bjs ay, 
Thy Ministers may not have preached in vain. 
But righteousness and peace welcome Thy glorious reign ! 



38 



MISCELLANEOUS PoEVS. 



Saviour ! our prayer Is gtill, "Thy kiugdom come !" 
Let crime and sin from all the world be driven ; — 

Faith, Hope, and Charity, find here a home, — 
" Thy will be done in earth, e^en as in heaven K' 
And spirits that against thy laws have striven 

Be purified and changed ! — Oh God ! to Theb 
Be glory, honour, and dominion given ! 

Oh ! holy, blessed, and eternal Three 
Let heaven and earth declare Thy boundless Majesty ! 

Handsworth, December 8thy 1843. 



A CHRISTMAS LAY. 

WITH A BOUQUET. 

Flowers — ^that to us were given 
Around our earthly path sweet hopes to fling, 

And give pure dreams of Heaven ; — 
To You, dear Sir,— a Christmas Gift— I bring f 
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I bid each bud convey 
The earnest wishes of a grateful heart, 

That trusts this hallowed day 
Betuming oft to you may joy impart. 

That health may still be yours — 
And the deep peace which earth cau not bestow^ 

And which for aye endures ; — 
And Friendship's star, with undimmed lustre glow ! 

I would these blooming flowers 
May be a type of future years to You, 

And that the coming hours 
May wear a9 glad a look, as bright a hue 1 

And as an emblem true 
Of my heart's wishes — ^in which many join — 

The green, unfading yew,* 
Around my simple offering I twine. 

May " merrie Christmas" bring 
Some added blessing, each succeeding year ; 

And Time's untiring wing 
Wreathed with undying flowers, to You appear ! 

* The J9W 18 an «mblem of long life. 
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Glfulness, and Health, and Peace 
And ever-smiling Hope, still with You dwell ; 

And, when life's pulses cease, 
A blest Eternity be Yours: — Fare-wkll ! 



Christmaa Day, 1843. 



THE PRAYER. 

" Lord, (laTe me !" 

Matt. xIt. 30. 

Saviour ! I tremble lest my heart 
In trial's hour should fearful be, 

Lest my too feeble faith depart, 
Toflsed on life's troubled sea. 

Stretch forth thine hand, Oh Lord ! and save 

My soul from sinking 'neath the wave I 

Jesus ! make pure the thoughts within, — 
Teach me all deeds of ill to shun, — 

Save from the consequence of sin, — 
Forgive the evil done I 

"When the world tempts, or ills assail. 

Strengthen me, lest my faith should fail ! 
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When anguish, pain, or thoughts of dread, 
OpprePB mj worn and fainting soal ; 

When round the path I seek to tread, 
The waves of Passion roll. 

Oh ! from Thy Throne above the sky, 

Redeemer ! hear and heed my cry f 



Now that life's pulses faintly beat, — 
My steps more feebly move, — 

And from the world I would retreat, — 
Sustain me with Thy love 1 

And though no earthly friend may cheer 

My latest hour, oh ! be Thou near! 



In every scene, in every hour. 

Whatever occurs — or good, or ill, — ■ 
Saviour ! we need Thy guardian power 

To lead us safely still. 
Thou heardest the Apostle's prayer — 
Oh ! keep our souls beneath Thy care ! 
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Save us \^hen stonns arotind us lour. 

The angry winds and waves restrain ; 

Be with us in our dying hour, 
To bless, and to sustain : 

That our frail barque, life's tempests past, 

May reach the home we seek, at last ! 



THE DESERT ROSE. 

SiOH not for the lone Rose 
That in the wilderness uncultured springs, 
And on the passing breeze its sweetness flings ; 

For the same beauty glows 
In the wild flower which blooms unheeded there. 
As in the rose amidst the '' gay parterre !" 



The pilgrim on his way, 
Journeying with weary feet to distant lands. 
To some far shrine beyond the barren sands, — 

His onward steps will stay 
To breathe a blessing on the sweet wild flower 
Whose fragrance cheered him in some bitter hour f 
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What though alone it blows, 
The beaming stars smile on it from on high. 
And the wild zephyrs breathe their softest sigh 

To the lone desert rose ! 
No rude hand plucks it from the parent spray, 
No glance deriding, mocks its slow decay ! 



And yet, it is alone ! 
Tempests will come, e'en to that desert place. 
And all its quiet loveliness deface ; 

And the wild rose, overthrown, 
Will find a grave where its short life was past. 
Nor on the gale again its fragrance cast. 



Yes — it were happier far 
To deck the garden,^bloom on the parterre- 
Shaded from scorching heats by watchful care, 

And sheltered from the war 
Of the fierce elements, — with some bright eye 
To watch it blooming — ^weep to see it die ! 
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Not for the foorld to gaze 
Upon its beauty, — ^not for careless eyes 
To look nnheeding, — wm should tend and prize. 

And when the flower displays 
Its loveliness, the fragrance would repay 
The care that guarded it from day to day. 



And would not the warm heart 
That lives unheeded in the desert way^ 
Such care as this with grateful love repay, 

And when bright hours depart, 
Smile, like the Winter Rose, when all seems drear. 
Some humble home, some kindred heart to cheer P 



Yet HE who bids the Rose 
Bloom in rich beauty midst the garden fair, 
Or " waste its sweetness on the desert air," — 

HE — the All-wise — who knows 
Why it is thus ordained, — gives to each heart 
A lot they must sustain till life depart \ 
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May HE, who guards the flower, 
Give to each human heart the strength and will 
The duties of their station to fulfil ; 

And by His Mighty Power 
Support them in the storm — ^in crowds — alone— 
Till they shall meet where '^ sorrow is unknown \" 



STANZAS. 

WRITTEN ON BECEIVINO THE PORTRAIT OF 
WILLIAM HARBISON AIN8W0RTH, ESQ. 

I LOOK upon that noble face, — that bright, expressive eye, 
Whose glance seems as though following dreams which 

swiftly flitted by ; 
As if the ardent heart had seen, the gifted spirit caught, 
Some record of the perished Past from the rich realms of 

thought ! 
Even the careless worldling's look, when resting on that 

face, 
The light reflected fiom the soul may in each feature 

trace: 
That speaking eye is flashing bright with untold stirring 

thought, 

E 3 
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From which the fancies that eDthral our siprits will 

be wrought ! 
A half-formed smile is on thy lip, — ^thy brow is smooth 

and fair, — 
Oh ! may no bitter, heavy grief, leave its deep fnrrows there 1 
— Many months since — ^for the first time — and for a 

moment's space, 
I looked — ^not on the pictured form — ^bnt on the living 

face ; — 
With a delighted ear I heard thy voice's kindly tone, — 
I held thy hand in friendly grasp,— an instant — ^thou 

wast gone! 
But Memory on her glowing page hath the remembrance 

traced ; 
And Friendship, amidst treasured gifts, that life-like 

portrait placed! — 
Oh! sunny as thy own bright smile, may thy life 

henceforth be, 
And Wedded Love illume thy home, and Gladness dwell 

with Thee 1 
While Fancy weaves her radiant web, and throws on 

every line 
The glory of the immortal mind : — Peace be with Thee 

and Thine! 
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THE LAST DAY OF THE YEAR! 

** Thii year thou ahalt die !" 

Jaa. zzTiii. 16. 

The last day of the year ! 
Sad dreams and memories hamit my weary soul, 

Of friends long lost, and dear : — 
And solemn thoughts, I seek not to controol. 

♦ There is — I know not why — 
A sirange foreboding on my drooping heart, 

Whispering, that I mnst die, — 
Even with the closing year, from henoe depart ! 

Too mnch my soul is cleaving 
Unto the bright and beautiful of earth ; 

All, all, that I am leaving. 
O'er which my spirit's love was long poured forth. 

Yet did not all things prove 
Human affections are but breathed in vain ? 

I called on each to love, 
And what on earth hath answered me again I 
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The yery flowers I cherished, 
Gladdened me with their sweet and lovely bloom, 

Then drooped their heads and perished — 
Most all things lovely hasten to the tomb P 

Why shoold we fear to die ? 
Tremble not, Spirit, to resign thy breath, 

Shake off mortality 
And rise again, where <^ there is no more death V 

A bright and glorious Heaven 
God hath prepared for those who love His Son : — 

Joy, that snch hope is given, — 
That, through His precious blood, such rest is won I 

That life's frail barque no more 
Shall brave the tempest waves of Passion's Sea, 

But, the long struggle o'er, 
Safely shall anchor in Eternity ! 

Grieve not for the departed I 
Bejoice for those who in pure faith ha^e striven ; 

Joy ! — ^for the faithful -hearted 
Shall reach the kingdom to the righteous given ! 
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Spirit, if thoa hast trod 
The narrow path, why shonldst thou fear to die ? 

Thy tnwt should be in God, — 
The Blessed Satiour— who is eyer nigh ! 

Rejoice, for HE will save ! 
Rejoice in BIM, with awe and holy fear ; 

Nor tremble, though the grave 
Shoald close upon thee ere another year ! 



December 31«^, 1843. 



THS SONG OF THE NEW YEAR. 

From before the face of Omnipotence 
I am come, on an errand of mercy, hence. • 
This is the message with which I am sent, — 
I must say to all humankind '' Repent !" 
I must warn them that they will quickly die, 
*' For the Kingdom of Heaven draweth nigh." 
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List to my words with awe and with fear, 
Death — stem, unrelenting — is standing near ; 
His arrows are ready, and none can say 
They 're safe from his dart a single day. 
Nay ! — is there on earth a man that hath power 
To purchase the respite of one short hour P 



Can the young ? — Alas I doth not every day 
See some of your youthful flowers decay P 
They are here — exulting in strength and bloom 
In an hour the; may occupy the tomb ! 
Of their fate would ye seek an emblem meet P — 
Te are crushing fair buds beneath your feet \ 



Doth man — ^like a stately tree — ^in his prime 
Deem he can withstand the attacks of time P — 
The worm and the wind, the axe and the storm. 
Have each bowed to earth the firmest tree's form : 
There are things in life that seem mean as they, 
Which bring the strong man to death and decay 1 
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Can tbe aged hope to escape the doom 

That hath hurried their childTen to the tomb P 

Both not all things bid them prepare to die P 

The tottering limbs, and the fiiiling eye — 

The silvered hair, and the care-furrowed brow : — 

Death hath spared them long : — are they ready now P 



Unto all and each — for not one may know 
When the sable Monarch shall strike the blow — 
To all and each of the living I'm sent, 
To utter that word of warning — " Repent J^ 
Look back on the years that ye have been spared, 
And say — for Christ's coming are ye prepared P 



Look to the Past ! — will the by-gone year tell 
Of serious endeavours to do well P 
Have ye sought, in pure faith, to do Hts will. 
Whose All-seeing Eye is above you still P 
Hath the love of a Saviour prompted all 
Tbe actions that now are beyond recall P 
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I am not come to condemn and upbraid 
They, who, by sin, haTe Religion betrayed ; 
But still, on an awful mission I'm sent, 
I must say, in the hearing of all, '' Repent.'^ 
For who hath presumption enough to say 
He shall welcome tmaUier New Tear's Day P 



Oh ! that to me and my words were given 
To lead the thoughts of all men to Heaven ! 
Oh ! that all they by whom earth is yet trod. 
Would uplift their souPs best hopes to their God ! 
Oh ! let my minutes, as upward they fly, 
Bear, gladly, the penitent's prayer on high ! 



Month follows month— e'ra as day after day — 
For not at frail man's command will they stay. 
Impotent beings of clay have no power 
To haste or retard e'en one fleeting hour ; 
Will ye not heed then the warning that's sent, 
And, turning away from your sins, — Repent 1 
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Repent — and your Father in Heaven will prove 
A God of long-suffering, mercy, and love. 
Pray that your strength and your faith may not fail 
When trials try — ^when temptations assail ! 
f es, kneel and implore from your inmost soul 
His Holy Spirit to aid and controul ! 



Kneel and ask of Him, for the Saviour's sake, 
That the hruised reed HE '11 not crush or break. 
Be it mine, at the Judgment Day, to record 
That ye sought to know and to serve the Lord ; 
That, whether ye live or die, all shall be 
To His glory, through all Eternity. 



At the will of the All-omnipotent 

I am charged with that warning-word — Repent I- 

As back to the gates of Heaven I fly 

Let me win a blessing from all on high. 

So that ye — ^when ye hear His awful voice 

At the Judgment Day, may in faith rejoice I 

January let, 1844. 
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THE APPEAL. 

INSCEIBED TO SAMUEL ROGERS, ESQ. 

** A boon, a talisman, oh, Memory ! give, 
To shrine my name in hearts where I would live 

For evermore !» Mas. HEMANS. 

Yes ! the sole boon my yearning heart would claim, 

Memory I 'tis thine to g:ive I 
Oh ! write in letters of undying flame 
On treasured hearts, the lonely Poet's name ; 

There through long years to live ! 



Oh ! bid the morning's beam, the noontide ray. 

Bear some fiiint trace of me ; 
And the deep grandeur of departing day, 
Ere the last hues in twilight's gloom decay, 

Becall my Memory ! 



Oh ! bid a word — a tone — ^bring back the Past, 

In vivid light arrayed. 
And let thy spells their holy influence cast 
On some memorial that while life shall last 

May neither change or fade. 
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Bound some few hearts my memory entwine 

Id links that nought will break ; 
To be like Measures hidden in the mine — 
Like unseen gems in Ocean's depths that shine, 

"Which none fr^m thenoe can take. 

Not gorgeous scene, nor joyous revelry. 

Nor worldly pleasure's glow, 
"Will give back^even a fleeting thought of me, — 
Not hallowed there can my remembrance be, 

No trace of me they know. 

But in the ** dim woods," where the free birds dwell. 

Making sweet melody ; 
By the clear fountain, — ^in the quiet dell, — 
And in my favourite walk, a secret spell 

Shall whisper still of me ! 

The buds that blossom in that lonely spot. 

Each shrub, and flower, and tree, — 
Let all, of Memory ! when I am not, 
Forbid me by the few to be forgot : — 

Still let them speak of me. 

F 2. 
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Let the bright sommer sky, the starry night, 

My silent record be ; 
And when I pass away from hnman sight, 
Shed ronad those fiuthfnl hearts thy holy light, 

Oh ! deathless Mbmobt ! 



T dare not ask to be remembered, where 

So often we have met ; 
In GrOD's blessed Temple— in the " House of Prayer ;'' — 
For earthly thoughts should find no entrance there — 

And yet can they forget 

That we have offered holy sacrifice 

At God's own Altar there P— 
Oh ! when their hopes are raised above the skies, 
Let not one passing thought of me arise 

To mar the fervent prayer 1 

But in their chamber, when night's shadows lour. 

And none of earth are nigh, 
Oh, Memory ! let their spirits feel thy power. 
Recall my image in that hallowed hour : — 

Then would I claim one sigh 1 
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I ask no prayer — we pray not for the dead — 

Vain — evil — would it be — 
I ask no tomb o'er my last earthly bed ; 
But round my name be a pure halo shed, — 

Thy gift— bright Memory ! 

And above all I ask, when from this sphere 

My yearning spirit flee, 
The highest boon of earth — a single tear 
From Him, to me from early childhood dear ;- 

The Bard of Memory! 



DAMOCLES. 

The gorgeous feast was spread, — 

He saw no pleasure there, 
For the fatal sword above his head 

Hung by a single hair ! 
By the King's mandate graced. 

For him rich wine was poured ; — 
He saw, but he did not dare to taste,- 

His eye still sought that sword. 
F 3 
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Soonds of rare harmony 

Were breathed for him alone, 
But it seemed as if that melody 

Had harshness in its tone. 
He knew not if again 

Those songs he e*er should hear. 
And the sweetness of each gentle strain 

Fell idly on his ear ! 

The friends he loved the best, 

Were placed around the board ; 
But friendship seemed as an idle jest, 

Beneath that fatal sword ! 
They praise the glowing wine 

His parched lip dare not taste : — 
He would with joy his proud seat resign, 

To be in safety placed ! — 

—-Do toe sigh for greater power — 

For the lofty halls of state ?— 
Do we dream of bliss, in some fevered honr^ 

In a higher earthly fate P-^ 
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The sword is even there, 

Suspended o'er our head ; — 
Is not the prodd spirit moved to prayer, — 

A sigh would brealL the thread ? 

Oh ! let the lesson be 

Engraven on each heart ; 
No rani: of life from earth's cares is free 

Each bears an equal part. 
The veil is on our eyes, 

We see no danger there, 
But the sword, o'er all human destinies, 

Hangs by a single hair ! 

Oh ! be it ours to learn 

Contentment with our lot ; 
Its evils we all can soon discern. 

Why is its good forgot P 
Pine for no higher state, 

But strive to do His will : — • 
Seek ye for strnngth in your earthly fate 

His mandates to fulfil ! 
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And if it shoold be ours 

A higher walk to tread, 
Where — ^though the banquet be crowned with 
flowers — 

The sword hangs o'er our head ; 
Though we know a passing breath 

Would break that fragile hair, 
Let us calmly contemplate our death ; 

Strengthened by earnest prayer ! 



THE BRIDAL LAY. 

INSCRIBED TO THE LADY ELIZABETH LEYESqN 
OOWER, (ELDEST DAUGHTER OF THR DUKE OF 
SUTHERLAND) ON HER MARRIAGE WITH THE. 
MARQUIS OF LORN. 

Thou hast knelt at the Altar — ^thy kindred around thee^ 

And thy heart's chosen lover*hath knelt by thy side ; 
The most holy of vows with a strong spell hath bound: 
thee, 
And they hail thee, young Beauty I with joy, as » 
Bride ! 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 61 



Tby life hath been fair as the rich summer roses ; 

And the tears which, perchance, dimmed thy bright 
eyes awhile,— 
Like the dew that at mom on the young buds reposes, — 

Have been dried by the radiance of one sunny smile ! 

Thou hast been fondly cherished 'midst Hrnne's happy 
gladness ; 

No griefs to distress thee — ^no cares to annoy, — 
The Past hath been free from a shadow of sadness. 

And Memory's records speak only of joy ! 

The Present, fair Girl, not less radiant seemeth. 
For Love's feiry hues round thy pathway are thrown. 

And thy heart, in its young faith and confidence, 
dreameth 
Of Affection and Hope — of a love all thine own ! 

But a few months ago, pfbmpted by the same feeling, — 
Her brow, like thine now, with the bridal flowers 
wreathed, — 
At the same holy Altar where thou hast been kneeling, 
Vows, like those which bind thee, by thy sister 
were breathed ! 
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Oh ! joyous and fair, as each young tmsting spirit 
Hath painted its hours, may the bright Fatare be ; 

And if aught of earth's griefs ye are doomed to inherit, 
As swift as the brief summer clouds may they flee ! 

May joys, — like the flowers that lie scattered around ye^ 
Adorn and illumine the path each must tread. 

Nor aught break the links of the chain that hath bound ye. 
Till Heaven's pure light on your spirits be shed ! 



STANZAS. 

SUGGESTED BT ▲ SERMON PREACHED BT THE REY. 
•H. R. WOOLLET, M.A. 

** He said unto them, bat whom say ye that I am ? 
Peter answering, said. The Christ of OoD !" 

LuKB iz. ao. 

So spake the Apostle, by the Spirit taught : — 
And such must still be every Christian's creed, 

. Not lightly uttered, bat with solemn thought, — 
And let us pray that every word and deed 
Whilst yet on earth our pilgrimage we lead. 
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May prove its holy influence on each life, 

Till from all worldly ties by death's hand freed, — 
And, by His aid, still conquerors in the strife, 
Our souls may reach a land with peace and gladness rife. 



His mighty deeds declare that HE is God, 

Possessed of all the power of the Most High : — 
His wondrous miracles, while earth HE trod, 
Proclaim the kingdom of His Father nigh : — 
And vainly did the Jewish priests deny 
Christ, "the Anointed One,"— the Lord of 
Might! 
HE left His glorious home above the sky 
To dwell with men, and shed a heavenly light 
In hearts where Sin had reigned in darkness, clouds, and 
night. 

See, at His word, the blind restored to sight,— 
Lepers made clean— the dumb rejoice and sing,— 

The dead are rescued from the grave's deep night,— 
The deaf can hear— the lame, exulting, spring,— 
And more than this, the Saviour came to bring 

Tidings of gladness to the humble heart :— 
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HE, who o'er Earth and Heaven, alike, is King, 
Bids Hope celestial through the spirit dart, 
And to the trasting soul will peace and joy impart ! 

What though His enemies may reign awhile, 
Vex, persecate, insult, deride, and slay ; 

Nay, even dare His agony revile ; 
Did not the winds and waves His will obey. 
And even the powers of hell bow to His sway ? — 

The Grave o'er Him obtained no victory ! 
Lord I Thou couldst not become Corruption's prey t 

The Conqueror, Death, triumphed not over Thee, — 
Thou "Holy One of God"— Lord of Eternity ! 



And not by deeds of mighty power, alone^ 
His heavenly birth was proved to every eye ; 

But also by His gracious words was shown 
HE was possessed of "wisdom from on high" :— 
" Man never spake like this man !" — was the cry 

Of those the haughty Pharisees had sent 
To take Him captive ; but when they drew nigh 

And heard Him speak, in wonder mute they bent. 
And with subdued hearts back to their masters went ! 
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HE Spoke, — and lo ! the raging Sea was stilled, — 
H£ called, —and the strong tomb gave back the 
Dea4 ; — 

Earth, air, and ocean. His commands fiilfilled ; — 
All, save man's evil heart, too strongly wed 
To hopes the world before his vision spread. 

To deem that HE who came in lowly guise, 
And " had not even where to lay His head," 

Could be the Eternal Ruler of the skies, — 
The Saviour of the Earth— the Atoning Sacrifice ! 

In the same spirit the Apostle spake. 
Lord ! teach U9 also to acknowledge Thee ! 

The " Christ of God !" — who suffered for our sake, — 
The Rock — to which, in danger, we can flee, — 
The Saviour — who vnll set His people free 

From Sin and Death ; and to His kingdom guide ; — 
Who as a Shepherd to His flock will be. 

With watchftil care will shield if ill betide : — 
By whom the suppliant's prayer of faith was ne'er denied ! 

" Lord ! we believe" Thou art the " Christ of*GoD," 
To Thee we come in meek and fervent prayer, — 

o 
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Thou know'st our erring nature — Thou bast trod 
The earth as man, — oh, in Thy pity spare : — 
And when we humbly to Thy House repair 

Thy Holy Spirit on Thy servaDts pour 
And give Thy Peace to all who worship there ; 

Controul each wandering thought in that blest hour, 
And keep us for Thine own till Time shall be no more ! 



STANZAS. 

We move amid the false, cold world, 

In youth's gay hours, with trusting heart, 
'Till falsehood's venomed shaft is hurled. 

And blighted hopes bid faith depart. 
Our own warm spirit free from guile, 

We dread not other's treachery ; 
And fondly trust each beaming smile 

Is pure as truth itself can be. 

On|-^-through the vale of passing years ! 

What say the hours of present time P — 
The eye is dimmed by burning tears — 

The heart is seared by woe and crime ! 
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Oq — still press on — ^but every hour 

Unfolds some dark page to the sight : — 

Vainly would Hope exert her power, 
She feela the cai^^r and the blight ! 

What learn we ? — scorn and apathy, — 

The unfailing lesson taught by Pride ! 
The mask, by others worn, must be 

Assumed by us, our pain to hide. 
And our tongues mock as bitterly 

At Love and Friendship, Faith and Truth, 
Even while the spirit sighs to be 

All that it was in eaily youth ! 

Who shall the misery reveal 

That crushes the high heart' at last, — 
The maddening thoughts which o'er it steal. 

When brooding o'er the bitter past P 
Hast thou e'er felt the weight of woe. 

That awikmche of untold pain, — 
The searing pangs that check the flow 

Of feelings — ^ne'er revived again ? 
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Has thy heart felt the agony 

Thou wouldst not have the oold world guess ? 
And decked thy lip with smiles, to be 

A mask to hide thy soul's distress ? 
Hath the gay laugh — the mocking jest, 

By thee been in defiance worn, 
Lest those around thee might have guessed 

By what dread woes thy heart was torn ? 

— Why bend we o'er the Poet's strain ? — 

Doth it not touch some secret string 
That answers to its notes again,—- 

Though every tone hath power to sting ? 
Though the heart writhe as " Memory" 

Awakes the ** thought which cannot die ;" — 
How much of hidden grief may be 

Told in that deep and bitter sigh ! 



We deem the Poet must have felt 
The very torture that we feel ; 

The same o'erwhelming blow been dealt, — 
The same dark thought across him steal ! 
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We bend before the potent spell 

Some wild strain round our heart bath thrown, 
Conyinced the Poet knew too well 

The same deep pangs wet souls have known. 

Oft hath the unconscious taper been 

Sole witness of the bitter hour, 
When, far away from crowded scene, 

Memory exerts her fearful power. 
She calls up forms of dearest friends, 

Distant— estranged ; — perhaps lost or dead ; 
With whose remembrance sadly blends 

That of the joys for ever tied ! 



Sleep /—oh ! it is not crime alone 

That dreads the weary hours of night ! — 
How oft refreshing sleep hath flown 

From those who seek to act aright. 
And burning tears the pillow steep — 

And prayers in agony are breathed, — 
From eyes, you would not deem could weep — 

From lips, by day with glad smiles wreathed ! 

a3 
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Is there no ray to pierce the gloom, 

No star to eheer the fainting heart, — 
No refuge from siacli hopeless doom, — 

No flower, new gladness to impart P 
Tnm, drooping spirit ! — tarn and flee 

YThere may he found a surer peace ; 
Think what thy Saytoub bore for thee, 

And bid the voice of anguish cease t 



Bring to the Cross thy woes and fears; 

With meekness bear thy painful lot ; 
A light amid the gloom appears — 

Mourner,— God will forsake thee not E 
Oh I in thine hour of earthly dread, 

Turn with a trusting heart to fieayen, 
And, though all worldly joy be fled, 

A purer hope to thee 'U be given I 
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THE INVITATION. 

SUGGESTED BT A SERMON PREACHED BT THE 
RET. H. E. DBYET, M.A. 



** Where two or three are gathered together in my name, there 
am I in the midst of them." 

Matth. zviii.20. 



Come to the House of Prayer ! 
It is the holy, blessed Sabbath Day, — 
Now to the Temple of the Lord repair, 
To praise His name, to worship, and to pray! 



Come, — ^for the Saviour said, 
If in His Name were gathered two or three. 
His Holy Spirit should on them be shed. 
And in the midst, there would HE sarely be ! 



Come,—" His the hour of Prayer!" 
Not only here, but wheresoever His Word 
Through the world bath been preached, His followers 

there 
At the same moment meet to praise their Lord ! 
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When mighty forests throw 
Their branches round, to form impervious shade, 
In some far land, our brethren humbly bow, 
As herCy our homage in His House in paid. 

From the lone, pathless Sea, 
The voice of prayer, like incense, shall ascend ; — 
The worship of the " Tri-une Deity" 
Will with the sounds of the wild Ocean blend. 

Where'er, in Earth's wide round, 
Christ's Gospel hath been preached — at this hour 
His servants, in His Holy Temples found. 
Shall with meek hearts their orisons still pour. 

There, from our God to ask 
Trust, patience, hope, — and strength to do His will ; 
Power to complete the allotted daily task, 
And all life's trying daties to fulfil. 

And when the prayer shall rise 
'^ For the whole state of Christ^s Church here on 
earth," 
How many thousand voices, to the skies 
That same petition fervently pour forth. 
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Oh ! blessed be the thought 
That pictures myriads of the human kind, 
By the same feeling to His Temple brought, 
In the same act of heartfelt worship joined ! 

Come to the House of Prayer ! 
Shall worldly business bid you keep away, — 
Folly detain, — or idle pleasure dare 
To lead your wavering hearts again astray ? 

Come to the House of Prayer! 
If fioio you slight the invitation given, 
How do you know the mighty GrOD will spare 
Another week, to trifle still with heaven P 

Come to the House of Prayer ! 
Behold! the Table of the Lord is spread! 
Unto His altar vnth pure hearts repair — 
Be, even as children, to your Saviour led ! 

Why will ye idle stand ? 
Know ye how soon the hours will pass away ? 
Why will ye not obey the Lord's command — 
Keep holy His appointed Sabbath day ! 



74 MIMBLLAKEOUS POEMS. 



The endless night is nigh 
In which no man can work : — *< Lord, we heliere, 
" Help Thou our unbelief" — should be our cry, 
And meekly " the engrafted Word receive.'^ 

Come to the House of Prayer ! 
We hid you come for our Great Master's sake ; — 
God will not always in His mercy spare, 
And can ye dare Sis yengeance to awake P 

" Ob I Thou ! who hearest prayer," 
Grant that the Spirit to Thy courts may guide ! 
And that the sacred precepts taught us there, 
May, with Thy blessing, in our souls abide. 

Come to the House of Prayer ! 
It is God's own appointed Sabbath Bay ! 
Unto His Temple tbefa with joy irepaiff, 
To praise His name, to worship, and to pray ! 
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PRAYER FOR THE MINISTERS OF THE 
GOSPEL. 

'* Enow them which are oyer yea in the Lord,~and eiteem them 
verj highly in love for their worka' sake." 

1 Tbess. y. is,, 18. 
" Pray for ni." 1 Tbess. v., 25. 

Prat for the.Preachers of God'a Holy Word, 
Pray that His Spirit may upon them rest ; 

In dangers and in trials aid a£ford, — 
Sustain and sacoonr, when by cares opprest ! 

Even in God's Temple should snch prayer be heard, 
That HE with wisdom and with grace will bless, 

That they may preach His pare and perfect word, — 
Good feelings cherish — evil thonghts repress. 

That HE will give them eloquence divine, 
The force of langaage springing from the heart ; 

Not merely words that may with learning shine, 
But no oonriction bring, no truths impart. 
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Not the high, flowery language that awhile 
May fall, like pleafling music, on the ear ; 

The wandering fancy for a time beguile, — 
As bnght, but cold as the moon's rays appear. 

No, — ^may deep feeling prompt the words they speak. 
His Grace inspire them, and Devotion sway, 

To cheer the weary — to sustain the weak — 
And win the wicked from his eyil way I 

Pray that their lives may also blameless be, 
Fruit of the doctrine they to us declare ;— 

They will not be from bad men's censure free, 
But who their friendship or applause would share ?■ 

And also, in your chamber's solitude, 
Even in the morning hour — the even-tide, 

Pray that His Ministers, with Grace endued. 
May preach Christ only, " and Him crucified." 

Pray that their lessons fall upon the heart, 
As night's refreshing dew upon the earth ; — 

May roupe the sinner — bid dark thoughts depart- 
To higher aims and heavenly hopes give birth. 
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Pray we for eUl who God's pure Grospel preach. 
But more especially each ought to pray 

For his appointed Pastor, — sent to teach 
To erring hearts the ** strait and narrow way." 

Well may sach prayer from Christian sonls arise, 
We know how much of good we owe to them ; 

Though worldly-minded men their words despise, — 
Though scoffers mock — and evil ones condemn. 

'Tis they administer the holy rite 
That hinds us unto Christ, in infancy, — 

And in maturer years, 'tis they invite 
To quit Sin's path — ^to live from error free. 

And, more than this, they stand beside the bed 
Where Death, insatiate, awaits his prey; 

With words of holy, Scriptural truth, they shed 
A ray of gladness on life's closing day. 

Even they who heeded not, in youth's gay hours, 
Repeated warnings from the Preacher's tongue, 

Will gladly seek his aid when sickness lours, 
And prize the mandates they had scorned too long. 

H 
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The Pastor kneels beside the dying bed 
Of the meek Christian/ with rejoicing heart ; 

By him the parting prayer of faith is said, 
And the last blessing, ere the soul depart ! 

And o'er the grave where those we love mast lie, 
He breathes the words which should our hopes revive, 

*^ For even as in Adam all men die, 
<< Even so in Christ shall all be made alive.'* 

— ^Oh! well, indeed, might the Apostle say. 
We should esteem the Preachers of the Word, 

Reverence them highly — love them — for them pray,-— 
Knowing them for the servants of the Lord ! 

Aye — may a blessmg on their labours rest, 
While here on earth, to us their time is given ; 

Their lives by happiness and peace be blest, 
And God Himself give their reward in Heaven I 
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THE GRAVE. 



The Grave — the quiet Grave ! 
How is it that the human heart will shrink 
From that calm resting-place ? — For on its hrink 

' All stand, — and none can save 
Even the hest-loved from their stem destiny : — 
Each must an inmate of the dark Grave be ! 



Here, when life's race is run, 
The weary -hearted, and the sad, find rest ; — 
Here is the labourer welcomed as a guest, 

When the day's toil is done ; — 
Here the poor homeless wanderer finds a home, 
"Where care intrudes not, — sorrow cannot come ! 

The rich must yield their life, 
Give up the treasures they have prized on earth :- 
The man of pleasure quit the scenes of mirth : — 

The warrior leave the strife : — 
The seaman strive no more with wind and wave :- 
All have one resting-place — the quiet Grave ! 
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How peacefully they sleep ! 
No intereete clash— no worldly fears intrude,- 
No angry sounds disturb this solitude; — 

None murmur, sigh, or weep t 
Nay, — here all kindred ties are torn apart, 
And e^en affection fails to touch the heart ! 



Ambition's charm is broken, — 
Earthly distinctions pass, like mists, away,-— 
None claim the right their fellow-men to sway ; — 

No haughty word is spoken ; — 
The humble peasant, and the high-bom peer, 
Alike cold, silent, senseless — slumber here. 



Closed is the eye whose beam 
Was as the Sun's, diffusing joy around ; — 
Hushed is the tongue, whose tones were as a sound 

Heard in some happy dream ; — 
Cold are the forms on which we loyed to gaze, — 
Silent the lips once wont to bless and praise ! 
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Yes — o'er the peaceful tomb 
There rests a shadow which subdues the soul ; 
We feel a dread no effort can controul ; 

And shudder at the gioom 
That, like a tempest cloud, is hoyering near, 
Chilling the ardent heart with untold fear. 



Oh ! on the dreary way 
That all must tread, breaks there no cheering light,- 
Like a star shining 'midst the cloudy night, — 

To bless us with its ray ? — 
So liye, that God Himself may be thy Ghiide 
Oyer Eternity's wide pathless tide t 



Theu, through Death's fearful yale 
Thou, with undaunted spirit, shalt pass on. 
Until the Christian's final home be won. 

And hope no more shall fail. 
There fear shall not di8tress,--noT death destroy, 
But all be Peace, Faith, Ccmfidence, and Joy I 
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THE PASTOR'S APPEAL. 

BUOOE8TED BY THE CONCLUDING PART OF A SERMON 
PREACHED BT THE KEY. H. R. WOOLLBY, M.A., 
HAND8W0BTH. 

** Do this in remembrance of me." 

Luke zzii.) 19. 

It was the Sabbath eve, the holy time 
"When we our Sayiour's death commemorate, 

And we look back through ages when dark crime 
And disappointed malice, — raging hate, — 
And short-lived triimiph, with false power elate, 

Wrought their fell vengeance on God's only Son, — 
Well may we ponder on His fearful fate 1 

And well might darkness when that deed was done 
Fall on the earth, — and day that scene of horror shnn ! 



— It was the Sabbath before Easter Day ; 
And many met to worship at God's Throne, 

Within His House to praise His Name, and pray 
To Him whose mercy through the Past was shewn : 
And then arose a clear and solemn tone 

Of warning and reproof: —the Pastor spokr- 
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Of the Great Sacrifice, by whom alone 
The links that chain as to the world are broke ; 
Who smooths life's thorny walk, and rends sin's fatal yokel 

HE said " I bid you, in God's Holy Name, 

To be more constant in the * Hoase of Prayer* : — 

Must worldly business, worldly pleasure claim 
Tour earliest thought and your most anxious care f 
Have you not (me hour in the day to spare 

To worship the Eternal ? — Through this week 
These doors are daily open ; — will ye bear 

A part in each day's service ; — ^will ye seek 
His Temple with true hearts and spirits pure and meek f 

^^ And, above all, upon that holy day 

"When Jesus burst the fetters of the tomb. 
And bade again celestial Hope's bright ray 
From His disciples' hearts dispel the gloom, 
And trust and confidence their place resume ; 
We keep His Holy Feast, and unto all 

We say, as said our- Blessed Saviour, ' Come !* 
Will ye who hear us heed our earnest call P — 
Surely ye will not still remain Sin's willing thrall I 
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'< Brethren, we vram, entreat, and coontel aUI 

Fain would we lead yon in the ' narrow way,' — 
The fleeting bonrs fly €Mt beyond reeall, 
Then seek your Sayioub * while it yet is day ;' 
And oh ! His solemn, last request obey ! 
Come to the Holy Sapper of the Lord ; — 

And to the Father, meekly, hambly pray. 
That we may understand His Saored Word ; — 
That it henceforth to us may light and life a£ford. 



" Will ye your Sayiour's invitation spnm ? 

Bemember, * Drink ye all of thisy^ — HE said. 
And will ye coldly from His Altar turn ? — 
With eye averted see His Table spread P — 
Can ye suppose His blessing will be shed 
Upon the disobedient ? — ^Brethren, hear 

Our words of warning, and to Christ be led 1 
Come ye in humble trust to worship here ; 
And at the sacred Feast with contrite hearts appear ! 

" And ye, the poorer members of our Flock, 
We more especially entreat of ye 
To come to Him, — our Faith's unshaken rock : — 
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Are ye in sorrow, pain, or misery, — 

' Ye that are heavy laden come to me 
And I will give you rest :' — And Christ ordained 

This Holy Sacrament ; — oh ! do not be 
From the Lord's Supper by false dread restrained, — 
Remember all that we have through His blood obtained ! 

'^ And let not carelessness keep you away ; 
Again I urge you, in Goo's Holy Name, 
Bepent, and come : — and if my counsel may 
Direct or aid, such you may ever claim ; 
For trust me. Sirs, 'tis my most earnest aim 
To bring you unto Christ : — oh ! then, draw near ! 
And may HE send His Spirit's quenchless ilame 
Into the hearts of all assembled here, 
That we may worship Him in love and holy fear ! 



'' Let us draw near His Table with true heart. 
Acting up to the Faith that we profess ; 

Assembling in His House — ^bearing a part 
In all His services ; — and HE will bless, — 
Will all our wants relieve, our woes redress. 

Strengthen in trials, oheer in misery ; — 
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And when the bonds of earth no more op^reaa, 
We shall our Satioub in His glory see ; 
And sharers in His joy for eyermore shall be f" 



STANZAS FOR MUSIC. 

WRITTEN ON THE EVE OF THE DEPABTtJRB OF 
A DEAR FRIEND. 

** When shall we three meet again ?" 

Macbeth. 

Summer's beauty must decay , — 
Autumn's glory pass away, — 
Leaf and flow'ret withered lie, — 
Bark clouds veil the azure sky, — 
Winter o'er the fair earth reign,— 
" Ere we three can meet again !" 



Many hopes, which now look bright, 
May fade — like visions of the night; — 
Many hearts, both true and kind, 
To their last home be consigned ; 
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Shivered Friendship's gentle chain , — 
" Ere we three shall meet again !'* 

Many evil hours may come, — 
Clouds may lour above our home, — 
But Hope's bright and cheering power 
Gladdens e'en the darkest hour ; — 
May her light with thee remain, 
Though we may not meet again ! 

And, as day succeeds to night. 
Brighter hopes our path may light ;— < 
Newer friends prove more sincere, — 
Fairer prospects bless and cheer, — 
Gloomy doubts and fears prove vain, 
'^ Ere we three shall meet again !" 

And if from the circle, one 
To the silent grave be gone, 
Treasure in thy memory 
All she has foretold of thee : 
Let thy heart its trust retain. 
Though ux should not meet again ! 
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By a right ambition led, 
In the path of knowledge tread : — 
With a purer hope endued, 
Follow all that's great and good : — 
And may Faith thy soul sustain, 
Though we may not meet again! 

On, still on, untiring press, — 
True hearts pray for thy success! 
And if on this wide earth we 
Never more united be. 
Yet, where Peace and Gladness reign. 
May we meet, in joy, again I 

Julif 26M, 1844. 



THE COLLECT FOR THE FOURTEENTH 
SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY. 

Father of Heaven I behold we bend to Thee, 
Asking Thy gifts of Faith — Hope — Charity ! 
Almighty God I oh! bid Thy Grace impart 
These holiest virtues unto every heart ! 
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I Faith— that, whatever our lot in life may be, 

Will teach ns still to place our trast in Thee ! 

I Hope — that in CTery scene and hour can cheer. 

Still pointing upwards to a brighter sphere ! 
And Charitt — meek, patient, gentle, pure, — 
That teaches to forbear, und to endure — 
That prompts to kindly word, and gentle deed ; 

I Seeks not her own, — ^but aids another's need ; 

That shrinks from angry speech, and evil thought, 
And joys \n all of good by others wrought. 
Though cares oppress — though slanderous tongues assail, 
Her steadfast truth shsdl never change or fail ! — 

I Humbly, oh Lord ! for these best gifts we pray — 

For Faith, with steady and unfading ray 
To shed her guiding lustri romid our wty t 

* Hope— shining ever with, an undimmed light, 

I- Like some fair star amid the clouds of night : — 

And Charity — the undying beacon-fire : — 

I These are the gifts to which our souls aspire. 

And that we may Thy promises obtain. 
Teach ns all earthly passions to restrain ; 
To ask that only, which Thou dost approve. 
And what Thou dost command, obey and love. 
Faith, Hope, and Charity, ^on earth are given, 
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To fit the spirit for ltd bom« in Heaven. 

Then, Father ! hear the fervent prayer we make. 

And grant it for our Blessed Satiour's sake ! 

Amen. 



THE HARVEST HYMN. 

'* We give thanks to Qod !" 

Col. i., S. 

Blessed be God ! — At His command 
Plenty o'er-flows the smiling land ; 
The fertile earth her produce yields, 
Abundianoe crowns o\aJk2kTye%t fieldit 
To God thejoyfiil song we raise, — 
The hymn of gratitude and praise 1 

Blessed be God ! HE gives the bread 
By which the poor are daily fed ; 
HE giyes the Springtide'H genial showers^ 
The glowing heat of Summer boors, — 
And Autumn sees the ripened grain 
Waving in gladness o'er the plain ! -^ 
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Blessed be God ! —Shall man alone 
Be thankless for the mercies shown P 
With careless heart see blessings gi'ven, 
Nor bend in gratitude to Heaven P — 
No! — to the " God OF Harvest" raise 
The heartfelt hymn of prayer and praise ! 

Blessed be God ! His power calls forth 
The froitful produce of the earth ! 
Blessed be God I Lift high the song, 
And still its sacred sounds prolong ! 
Still to the God of Mercies raise 
The hymn of gratitude and praise ! 



THE EXHORTATION. 

buooested bt a sermon preached by the 
rev. h. r. woollet, m.a. 

"And the DUciplei were called Christiaiii." 

Acts zi., 26. 

How often is that saored word profaned ! 

Christians in name alone, and not in deed ; 
Souls over which His Grace hath never reigned, 

I 2 
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Who little think how much His aid they need, — 
Who never at His Throne for mercy plead, — 
Who live but for the world ; — whose actions say 

It is sufficient to profess His creed, 
To give, through the long week, to God one day, 
Then from all thoughts of Heaven turn carelessly away. 



Can ye be Christians if ye scoff and swear. 

And lightly take God's Holy Name in vain, — 
Having no feeling for another's care. 

Nor striving worldly passions to restrain P — 

If caring only riches to obtain. 
Recking not how the poor man ye oppress, — 

Think ye will one day's heartless worship gain 
The regions of eternal happiness,' — 
Or that the God ye mock your impious aims will bless ? 

I tell ye. No !— His followers must still 
In all things imitate His lowly mind ; 

Humble in prosperous hours ; — and in all ill 
Patient, confiding, hoping, and resigned : — 
And earthly passions no dominion find 

Over the recU Christian :— for the woe 
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Of others prompt to feel,^gentle and kind ;— 
Each high and holy hope his heart can know, 
Andy more than earth can give — Faith's pure and heavenly 
glow. • 

Oh I be ye Christians both in deed and name ! 

Ye seek to win a gift " beyond all price," — 
Think ye the blessing of our God to claim, 

Yet make of earthly hopes no sacrifice ? 

Needs there some worldly pleasure to entice 
Your wandering feet to tread the '* narrow way" ; — 

Or think ye to retain some favourite vice 
Even while for His Spirit's aid ye pray ? 
Ob ! let not such false hope your erring spirit sway ! 

*^ Ye cannot serve two masters," — Christ hath said : 

Nor can ye hide from God's all-seeing eye 

The secret sins to which your hearts are wed : — 

Though to the farthest spot of earth ye fly — 

Though darkness, like a mantle, round ye lie, — 

His glance can pierce night's thickest shadows through. 

His Spirit, though unseen, is ever nigh : — 
Turn and repent, — and to your Saviour sue, 
That HE will with His Grace your erring hearts renew. 

j3 
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Brethren, be truly Christians,— sooh as they 
To whom that holy title first was giyen, — 

The same pure charity your actions sway,—* 
The same unfailing^confidence in Heaven 
As they felt when all earthly ties were riven, 

And by stem persecution, want, and woe. 
Forth through the world these blameless men were 
driven ; — 

-.Humble and patient, if ye sorrow know ; 
And grateful for the good your God doth still bestow I 



Be true and firm, enduring to the end, 
That God may give the oKown of life to ye ;— 

Before His Throne in fervent homage bend ; 
Let no vain worldly hopes still treasured be ; — 
'^ The Searcher of all hearts'* will surely see 

If truth or falsehood prompts to worship here : — 
Remember that eternal misery 

Waits upon sinful deeds ; — do ye not fear 

The avenging hour will come, when least ye deem it near ^ 

« 

Seek to be Christians then in deed and word, — 
Pray for His aid to guide ye on the way ; — 
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Be not unfaithful flervants of the Lord, 
Nor with ingratitude His love repay : — 
How brief may be the time ye have to stay 

On earth, — and in the parting hour of life 
How heavily upon your hearts will weigh 

The thoughts of talents, wasted — worldly strife — 
And many a mispent day with sin and evil rife ! 



Bepent, and come unto the Saviour's Throne, 
Seek earnestly to know His Holy Will ; 

Let His pure doctrine by your lives be shown ; — 
Struggle against temptation ; — in all ill 
May His abiding Grace be with ye still ! 

And at the last, when H£ shall come again, 
The promises of Scripture to fulfil. 

When round Him throng the bright angelic train. 
May ye the kingdom share o'er which HE comes to 
reign I 
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NIGHT. 

'Tib Night's 8till hour, and on the castle walls, 

And o'er the lake, the moon's fair radiance falls ; 

Tips the far mountain with her silver beam, 

And shines, reflected, in the silent stream, 

By whose clear waters the young lovers stand. 

Watching yon light barque hurrying to the land. 

The flowers, whose fragrance floats upon the air. 

In this still hour a paler beauty wear. 

The night-bird pours upon the listening ear, 

fler thrilling melody — vrild, sweet, and clear. — 

Well may they gaze, enchanted, on that scene ! 

But what to her had all its beauties been. 

Had he been absent P — Then the drooping heart 

Its own sad hues would to the scene impart ! — 

Her lute is thrown aside, unheeded now 

She hears the music of Love's whispered vow ! — 

Lady ! it may be that in after years. 

When Memory scenes and times like these endears,- 

When Hope hath faded, — ^Love^tself but seem 

The recollection of some cherished dream, — 

Thou wilt recall the thoughts of hours like this, 

And mourn o'er vanished hopes of earthly bliss ! 

The fairest things throw shadows on the ground, — 
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And deep, indeed, the gloom Ijooe throws around 
His votary's heart, when early flowers are blighted, 
And dim the star whose ray our pathway lighted I — 
Thine eyes are lifted to thy lover's face — 
What of the fiiture, maiden, canst thou trace ? 
Lookest thou for the bliss of coming years ? — 
Fond girl ! thy gaze may then be dimmed by tears ! 
Fair as thy hopes, the scene which now ye see, — 
Ere long a cloud may rest on it, and — iheel — 
"Wisely, a veil is o'er the future thrown, 
And coming evils still remain unknown. 
What, though the light around thee may depart. 
Enjoy the present with a grateful heart ! 
Why should the hour of joy be gloomy made. 
By fearing lest thy trust should be betrayed ? 
He may be false — may rend Love's links apart. 
And fly — unheeding of thy breaking heart ; 
But no suspicion thy pure breast should know, 
No causeless fears obscure Love's radiant glow. 
Hope for the best : — whatever fate betide, 
Hope be thy stay — unerring Truth thy guide. 
Keep thou thy faith unbroken, and believe 
"He would not Rtoop to win thee, and — deceive ! 
Believe him. Lady ! all that he appears, — 
And woe befall him if he cause thee tears ! 
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THE GUARDIAN ANGEL, 

AN ENGLISH VERSIFICATION OF THE FRENCH YERSBS 
ADDRESSED TO HER MAJESTY QUEEN VICTORIA 
BT THE CHEVALIER DE CHATELAIN, WHICH (TO 
USB HIS OWN WORDS) WERE '^INSPIRED BY THE 
SIGHT OF A BAS-RELIEF, EXECUTED BT PETER 
HOLLINS, ESQ., AND REPRESENTING HER MAJESTY 
BESIDE THE CRADLE OF H. R. H. THE PRINCE 
OF WALES." 

Sleep, Royal Infant! fortbybed 

Ib guarded by an Angel's oare ; 
His wings around tby couch are spread, 

As, vigilant, he watches there — 
Bending o'er thee, his anxious ear. 
Catches each sound of pain or fear. 



Sleep, Child! — the very air ardund 

Is hallowed by that angel's breath, 

"Where'er he treads is holy ground. 

Guarded from sickness and from death. 

Thou, without pain, may'st breathe the air 

That's perfumed by hif^ presence there. 
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Even as in sleep tbine eyelids close, 

A murmTired prayer is on thy tongue ;- 

Slumber in undisturbed repose, 

He will those holy words prolong. 

That child-like prayer of trust and love, 

He raises to the Heaven ^ove. 



Sleep ! — his sweet voice unites to thine 
In every pure and prayerful word ; 

And afterwards, before Heaven's shrine, 
His deep and earnest tones are heard. 

He oflFers tp the DEITY 

His floul's best vrealth — ^his share isi^thee I 



He trembles, lest thy spotless soul 
Should ever feel an impure flame ; 

Misery or shame thy lot oontioul, 

Or foul disgrace fall on thy name : 

He guards thee, as the miser old 

VTatchesy alarmed, abore his j^old 



— "^ "s.^^ — - - 
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He is the high and sacred one 

Whom €rOD hath sent to watch o'er thee ; 
And gnide, until, the hayen won, 

He, with thy soul, to Heaven will flee. 
Sleep ! though unseen, he hovers near. 
Whilst thou shalt tread this earthly sphere. — 



Many a fond prayer and earnest word 

Is breathed, fair Infant ! oyer thee ;•— 

The heart-felt language, which, once heard^ 
Can ne'er again forgotten be. 

Words of reliance, faith, and love, 

That win thek way to God above. 



And when the hour of rest is fled^ 

What form shall greet thy opening eyes ? 
A Mother standing by thy bed. 

Who to thy glad, fond glance replies, — 
Shb will *^ The Guardian Anobl" be, 
Whom God appoints to watoh o'er thee 1 
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STANZAS. 

«« We give onr moments to QoDy—oiir years, nay, our lives, to 
the world, and to ourselves !" 

R«Y. H. B. WOOLLBY. 

Ye9 — it is even so ! 
We snatch a moment from our earthly cares, 
To utter a few brief and worthless prayers ; 

Then reckless forth we go, 
Through the long day to toil for wealth or fame, 
Or aught besides which from the world we claim. 



Alas ! and is it so ? 
Can man forget the varied mercies given, 
And with /f]p-service mock the God of Heaven, 

For even as they bow 
Before his throne, their thoughts are far away. — 
Not with the heart, but with the tongue, they pray ! 

They aftk their God for aid 
To struggle with temptation— trials — sin,—' 
To check the promptings of vain thoughts within, — 

That pride be lowly laid, — 
K 
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That they may — guided by His spirit still— 
Stady His G-ospel, and obey His will ! 

Follow them through the day ; — 
Their souls absorbed in the pursuit of gain, 
What evil passions seek they to restrain ? 

Do holy feelings sway 
The spirit which can poorer men despise, 
Bend low to wealth, and titled folly prize ? 

Do they His word obey, 
Who, to their fellow-creature's earnest cry, 
With mocking smile and bitter words reply ; 

Or careless turn away, 
Nor from their riches a poor pittance spare ? 
Oh ! wbat will be the answer to their prayer ? 

See — ^pleasure tempts them now ! 
How cheerfully do they obey her call , 
Condemn her evil deeds, yet share in all,-— 

Forget their former vow, — 
Silence the whispers of the " voice within," 
And wilfully partake of every sin ! 
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Should trial's hour arrive, 
And the proud heart be torn by grief or care, 
The fearfiil curse-^and not Faith's humble prayer 

For strength with ill to strive — 
Breaks from their lips : — think they God hears them not P 
Forget they HE ordains their altered lot ? 



And if prosperity 
With cheering smiles gladdens their earthly way, 
Do they to God their grateful homage pay P 

Can HE forgotten be ? 
Alas! they fancy 'twas their own vain power 
•That gaye the wealth which glads the present hour 1 



Will it be always so ? 
Will not the Almighty rise in wrath at last^ 
The veil from the deceiver's face be cast, 

And pangs of utter woe 
Avenge the mockery of each heartless prayer, 
Till the proud spirit quail beneath despair P 

K 2 
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Let purer prayers arise ! 
The fervent, heartfelt, penitential cry; 
Not on yourselves, but on your God rely, 

That the Great Sacbifice 
Be oflFered not in vain for any here : — 
Pray we in iaith,_in love,— in holy fear ! 



Let not the Future be 
A prototype of what the Past hath been : — 
May ** God be with us" through each changing scene ! 

In joy or misery 
Still may His spirit guide, sustain, and bless. 
Through the paths of the worid's wild wilderness ! 



Through the long, busy day, 
Even in the hours which mtut to toil be given, 
How many a thought may wing its way to Heaven ; 

And holy musings sway 
The spirit toiling for the ** daily bread," 
With which the nearest — dearest — mast be fed ! 



MT8CBLLANE0US P0EM8. 106 



And when around us bloom 
Sweet flowers, like fair stars shining on our way, 
Whispering of hope e'en in griefs darkest day, — 

Light amidst deepest gloom 1— 
As they bend slightly on their fragile spray, 
Do not they bid the drooping spirit— Pray P 



If, as life's path ye tread, 
Your heart's affections are too fondly given 
To aught for which ye dare not pray to Heayen, — 

If ye astray be led 
By worldly dreams or hopes ; — pause — ^tum ye back,- 
•Destruction hovers o'er your onward track I 



In trial's fearfiDLl hour, 
If ye should find a faithful earthly friend. 
Who would to every needful want attend, 

And shield ye by his power, — 
Pouring the balm of peace into yoar heart, — 
Would ye not shame to play the traitor's part P 

K 3 
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Yet to the GtOD of Heaven 
Who calls ye into being — gaards ye stilly 
Alike from open wrong, and unseen ill,— - 

By whom all good is given, — 
To Him ye dare the ingrate's part to play, 
And trifle with His justice, day by day ! 



Bepent ye, ere too late i 
This hour is yours, — what may to-morrow bring? - 
The chain of sin from off your spirit fling,— 

Seek ye His Temple-gate ; 
Bend in His House with reverential fear, 
Observe His laws, — His Sacred Word revere ! 



May the Almiohty'Go\5 
Enable us to choose the ** better part," 
And by His Spirit purify each heart ; 

Till, earth no longer'trod. 
Our souls, exulting, rend Death's fatal chain, 
Henceforth with the Eternal Son to reign ! 
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PRAYER FOR RAIN. 

*' Then shall the earth bring forth her increase." 

Psalm xlviii 6. 

Almighty God! we come to Thee, — 
With contrite hearts, in prayer we bend, 

Hear us in our necessity, 

And to our earnest cry attend ! 

Send down upon the parched earth. 
Refreshing dew, and genial showers, 

That it may bring its increase forth, — 
And plenty even yet be ours ! 

The poor man, for his " daily bread," 
Looks with a trusting heart to Thee, 

By whom the faithful Seer was fed,* 
Even in Ms necessity. 

Thy hand controls the clouds and wind, — 
Thou dost the storm and rain command ;— 

Oh ! let our prayer acceptance find ! — 
With rain refresh the weary land. 

• Elijah. 
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That every season may bring forth 

Its fruits for us abundantly ; 
While we, Thy creatures of the earth, 

Shall lift the voice of praise to Thee! 

LoED ! in our Savioue's name we plead, 
Oh 1 to our earnest cry attend ! 

Hear us, oh Fathee ! in our need, 
As humbly at Thy throne we bend ! 

June 16, 1844. 



THANKSGIVING FOR RAIN. 

" Thou, oh God, sentest a gncions rain upon thine inheritanrp, 
and refreshedst it when it waa weary."— Psalm Izriii. 9. 

Fathee 1 Thou hast heard our cry, 
From Thy glorious throne on high I 
Let our grateful praises be 
Accepted, gracious Loed, by Thee ! 

Thou hast sent a gracious rain 
On the dry and weary plain •— 
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Famine we no longer fear — 

Hear our thanks, oh, Father I hear ! 

Blessed be Thy holy name ! 
• Well mayst Thou our worship claim, 
For Thy care protects us still- 
Shields us from each dreaded ill ! 

Lo the glad earth smiles again, 
Fed by the refreshing rain ; 
And the poor exalt to see 
Earth's fruits yield abundantly 1 

Let our grateful prayers ascend. 
And our hearts in homage bend, 
While within God's House we raise 
Soul-felt hymns of fervent praise ! 

May that hymn be heard on high, — 
Incense rising to the sky ! 
Breathing worship unto Thee, 
The Etebnal Deity ! 

Ju^5, 1844. 
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THE FALSE ONE. 

He stood beside her, and he spoke of love, 
Deep and enduring — that knows no decay ; 

That time should neither alter or remove^ — 
But which must over every feeling sway, 
And scarcely, even with life, could pass away ! 

It was to' gild the happier hours of life ; 

And when misfortune came, its changeless ray 

Would render even grief with gladness rife. 
Would cheer in care and ill, and nerye in worldly strife ! 

He hieU beside her — the impassioned vow 

Broke from his lips in words of power, like flame, — 
As men before an idol's shrine might bow, 

Some cherished boon — some high-prized gift to claim ; 

He bent to her, — ^for her sake courted Fame — 
Awoke his unskilled lyre to Love's wild song, 

Bidding it echo still ** the one loved name ;" 
Vowed to' defend from even the thought of wrong, 
And watched with jealous eyes, when 'midst the careless 
throng. 
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He deemed that he at length her heart had won, 
(And well indeed he might be proud to gain 

Such a confiding, faithful, ardent one !) 

And he- grew cold, — too changeful even to feign 
A due respect, — ^too careless to restrain 

The -vile and evil passions of his breast; 

He thought she had not strength to rend Love's 
chain — 

She saw him as he was — and scorn repressed 
Feelings which else had robbed her bosom of its rest. 

They parted — he, to trifle and deceive. 

To mock the tears his falsehood caused to flow, — 

To try to teach another to believe 
His seeming truth, his fondly-utterred vow, — 
And then to turn away — as he did now ! 

She — to fiilfil the duties of her lot. 
Quietly on her onward way to go ; 

And could his utter baseness be forgot, 
His name had benn to her as though she'd known it not. 

He was beneath ber anger, and she felt 
Too happy to escape the traitor's snare. 
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In idle sorrow^ or vain tears, to melt ; 

She learnt bencefortb a worldly mask to wear. 

Nor lay the feelings of her spirit bare 
To every eye : — her heart's wild dream was o'er, 

And peace and hope again found welcome there ; 
And then she loved — more wisely than of yore — 
One whose unchanging truth could former joy restore. 

But Ae— shall he go on in falsehood's path, 

Triumphing in successful treachery ? 
No ! — vengeance shall o'ertake him, and her wrath 

More fearful for its long delay shall be. — 

His solemn vows, uttered on bended knee. 
He called on God to witness and to hear ; 

And can he dare to think his perfidy 
Shall pass unpunished by ? — The hour is near, 
When that unfeeling heart shall shrink firom death in 
fear! 



In that dark hour, too faithful memory 
Shall whisper of the past in awful tone ; 

The forms of those he has deceived, shall be 
Haunting him, when he seeks to be alone ; 
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And by himself shall then be fully known 
The sufferings he oft mocked at in the past ; 

And when all earthly peace and hope is flown, 

Despair's dread clouds shall round his heart be cast, 

And when the cup is drained, Remorse shall come at last. 

Feels he not now some of the misery 
Which he so wantonly for others wrought P 

Are there not times when he alone may be 
That all the past in sad review is brought — 
When, could forgetfulness by wealth be bought, 

All his ill-gotten gains would gladly be 
Laid down to banish but one bitter thought ? 

Go, false one, go ! — ^the avenger — Memory — 
Wakes from her death-like sleep, and none need envy 
theei 
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THE LAMENT. 



My God ! I pray Thee, let me die !" 

MigB LANDON. 

** Oh ! the agoay 
Of calling up thy form to stand between 
Me and my grief; to think of what hath been. 
And what again on earth may never be !^' 



Dtut! — Can it he thou art no more, 
The high, yet kind and gentle-hearted ? 

Well may / wish that life wa8 o'er 
Since thou art from the earth departed ! 

I cannot bear to think that thou 

Must n the grave, dear Fatheb ( lie : — 
The drops of anguish dew my brow, 

And yet I dare not pray to di»i 

Each their allotted fate mtut bear 
With patience, — whatsoe'er it be. 

Or it would be my fervent prayer. 
Father ! to be at rest with thee ! 



•• 
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The weary traveller, toiling on, 
Is surely not more tired than I, 

The latest hope of life is gone, 
And yet I must not pray to die ! 

I think upon the bitter Past, — 
Of all I was— am — or may be, — 

Of the dread chain around me cast 
By falsehood, hatey and treachery : 

Father ! a fire i» on my brain. 
And burning ieara are in my eye, — 

Earth is to me a desert plain, — *. 

And yet I dare not pcay to die ! 

No !— nor at my sad lot repine. 
Bat strive resign«d and calm to be ; — 

I would not care what woes were mine. 
If I could win one look from Thee 1 

But oh ! to think that thou art gone. 
Like the Sun from a stormy sky, — 

While i,— alone, — must struggle on, — 
Might aliqpiit prompt the prayer to die 1 
L 2 
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I must live on, — and toil and woe 
Await each onward step I tread ; 

Quenched is the trusting spirit's glow, 
And even faithless Hope hath fled. 

With weary frame, and aching heart, 
And burning brain, and tearless eye, 

I see all earthly dreams depart. 
And yet I dare not pray to die ! 

No, Father, no I although to be 
A sharer of thy peaceful rest, 

Were more than aught of earth to me ; 
That hopeless wish must be represt. 

For God himself ordains the lot 
Which all of human mould must bear; 

And I would seek to murmur not, 
And check the wild, impatient prayer. 
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THE DAY OF JUDGMENT. 

" That great and terrible day of the Lord I" 

JoSL ii., SI. 

In that '^ great and terrible day of the Lord," 

When Christ shall in judgment appear, 
They who recklessly scoffed at His power and His 
word, 

Shall shrink from His presence with fear. 
Nay, even the righteous shall tremble to feel 

The " Searcher of Hearts" draweth nigh, 
Whose glance shall the secrets, long hidden, reveal. 

And lay bare every thought to the eye f 



Shall the creature of flesh bear His terrible look, 

When bent on the guilty before Him P— 
Oh t they who on earth His dread terrors could brook, 

Shall now be compelled to adore Him ! 
To the uttermost parts of the wide-spreading earth — 

To lands where the Heathen once trod, — 
Like the sound of a trumpet, a voice hath gone forth, — 

The voice of our Judge and our God 1 
l3 
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From the red • battle field that was strewn with the 
dead, 
At the sonnd, most the warrior come, — • 
From the desert, where none but the ont-law dare 
tread— 
From the cottager's low, qniet home, — 
From the palace of Kings, — ^from the tomb of the 
great,— 
From the lands where the mighty held sway, — 
From the forest's lone depths, — from the proud halls of 
state, — 
All must come on that ^' terrible day." 

How will they, who on earth in their haughty pride 
trod. 
Unheeding the warnings oft given. 
Meet Him, when HE comes as our King and our God, 

From His Throne in the Kingdom of Heaven P 
They will shrink from His look in wild anguish and 
dread. 
Though compelled to acknowledge His power, 
YTben HE summons before Him the ^' quick and the 
dead," 
In that fearful and terrible hour ! 
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lu vaiB Bhall they seek from His presence to fly, 

And call upon darkness to hide 
From the hright, searching glance of that All-seeing 
Eye;— 

That God they once dared to deride ! 
They must stand before Him, in terror and fear, 

When pronouncing their final award ; 
While the sins they thought hidden, a whole world 
shall hear 

In that " terrible day of the Lord !" 

G^reat Ruler of Heaven ! — Thou Just and All-wise ! 

When that last fearful hour shall draw near. 
When in Power and in Majesty, throned in the skies, 

Thou shalt bid us before Thee appear ; 
May our souls, cleansed from sin by the blood of Thy 
Son, 

Triumphantly rise from the graye ; 
And a home, in the Kingdom of Heaven, be won 

Through Him who is ^* mighty to save !" 



120 MISCBLLANEOUS POBM8. 



THE B£MONSTBANC£. 

Deemest tbou that thy heart 
In vain must ever for affectioii yearn ? — 
No, — ^trust me — ^no ! — ^Ere yet youth's boais depart 
Thou shalt Lore's dearest, holiest feelings, learn. 

The flower will droop and fede 
Beneath the influence of the wintry blight, 
But when the summer rays haye round it played, 
And it shall bask once more in cloudless light, 

Brightly 'twill bloom again ; 
In more than former beauty meet the eye, — 
Call forth the welcome of the Poet's strain, 
And smile in gladness 'neath the azure sky. 

Thus is it with the heart. 
Bowed by neglect, or crushed by treachery ; 
It sees the glowing dreams of youth depart, 
Nor thinks that Hope and Trust restored can be. 
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Thank God! that it » thus! 
That, like the flower, our hopes revive again : — 
The unexpected woe which fell on us, 
May wring the heart till every throb he pain. 

Bat it toill pass away. 
And the freed spirit bask in purer light ; 
Even as before the morning's cheering ray, 
Vanish the fearful visions of the night. 

Thou mayst not banish yet 
The vain remembrance of the sorrows past ; 
But Time will teach the lesson — to forget ! — 
And once ^ore gladness will be round thee cast. 

And Love — true Love — shall shed 
A happier ray than that which thou hast known, 
Whose fedse and fickle gleam so quickly fled : — 
"Well shall the Future for the Paat atone ! 

Bright as yon star appears, 
— To which each night my yearning look I turn,— 
Shall be the light to bless thy coming years, — 
Undying— fadeless— on thy hearth to bum ! 
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The polar star of life I 
Which in the race thy manhood has to run, 
Shall cheer in trial — nerve in worldly strife — 
And be thy best reward when toil is done ! 

And thy Friend's fervent prayer, 
I* — that true Peace may' ever with thee dwell : — 
Brief be thy sorrows, — flight all earthly care,— 
And Happiness smile onthee: — Fare-thee-well! 

A SKETCH. 

WRITTEN AFTER BEING PRESENT AT THE ANNUAL 
MEETING OF THE NATIONAL SCHOOL CHILDREN, 
AT THE RECTORY, HANDSWORTH* 

I. 

It was a lovely scene, — ^high trees around ' 

Threw on the grass a thick and welcome shade ; 
The sky was bright above; — the verdant ground 

Was soft as though for fairy revels laid ; 

Flowers, in their rich and rainbow hues arrayed, 
Glittered, like stars come down to deck the earth ; — 

Wild birds amidst the boughs sweet music made ; — 
The air re-echoed with the sounds of mirth. 
For there the village poured her tioops of children forth ! 
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They came, their hononred Pastor's happy guests, 
And o'er the lawn in busy groups were spread, 

"With grateful feelings glowing in their breasts ; — 
He gave the feast, — by Him their sports were led ;- 
And when the sunny hours of day were fled 

By Him rewards on many were bestowed, 
As, He with kindly speech admonished 

His youthful flock to keep the " narrow road," — 
Till from the listeners' eyes fears of true feeling flowed. 



Many were there to see the children meet, 

Who Mt Hip k)fluence of th^g^^ess there, — 
Hi^Qy^qgbt^r too-^witft gcm^e similes to greet 

Those wh4 to that itequestered ep^ Repair 
. Her Fut^'Mipfpit^ti^ ftcb^Mt^i^ . 
Obl.4Q<tii«tloTQ}y'«oene — that faafipy hoar, . -^ 

•Well might the ardent he%rt fi^rgaft all caro^ 
And breathe a prayer to Heaven's protecting Power, 
That o'er the groups around no evil clouds might lour. 
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Then rose the hymn of mingled praise and prayer — 
From childhood's lips, — which softly borne along 

Floated to Heaven on the calm evening air; — 
And when bad ceased that solemn, sacred song - 
From the commingled voices of tbe throng 

Arose a shout of joy, and grateful cheers 
(Often repeated by each youthful tongae) 

For Him whose kindness to his flock appears 
In deeds which to their hearts his f ery name endears ! 



^^ I thank you !" — ^with a faltering voice he sidd, 

"While earnest feelings glistened in his eye ; — 
« I thank you for the tribute you have paid 
To me and mine : — and you may all rely 
That I will not at any time deny 
To you and yours, my counsel or my aid ! 

Now, till the cooler hours of night draw nigh, 
Pursue your sports, — my trouble is repud 
By the bright happy looks which round me are displayed !" 
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The night is oome ; — ^bnt oft in after years 

Those young glad spirits shall recall this day 
And when fiar darker every hour appears, 

And thorny cares, perchance, heset their way, 

Its mem'ry shall be as a cheering ray 
Amidst life's cloads — and with a painfdl thought 

They'll wish that they were children still, and pray 
For Him by whom God's holy laws were taught, 
And whose persuasive words such Ml conviction brought* 



VII. 

Yes ! they will ever love and bless his name, — 
Practising lessons which from him they learn ; 

And when at length — ^for death his prey will claim — 
The Pastor's spirit shall to God return, 
How oft, though vainly stilj, their hearts will yearn, 

As they recall the Past ; — ^its memory 
Shall, — like the tires which never-ceasing bum, — 

A beacon midst the world's temptations be, 
Bidding the faithful soul from sin and evil flee. 
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Nor can the Pastor's heart forget such hours, 

For girt with brightness they to him must be,— 
And if around him care or sorrow lours, 

Their dark and heavy clouds shall qaickly flee 

Before the sunny ray of memory, 
Whose radiance every moment Bball illume, 

Becalling deeds of love and charity ; 
Lighting the passage to the dreary tomb. 
Diverting Death itself of terror, pain, and gloom [ 
July I9thy 1844. 

A LAY OF SPRING. 

Come forth! — come forth!— Once more the Spring is 
flinging 

Its fragrance and its beauty round our way ; 
Sweet flowers beneath our feet are daily springing, 

And the warm sunshine glads us with its ray ! 

Far from the busy city's turmoil straying, 
Come, wander with me, on, through wood and field ; 

The blossoms of the Spring, their charms displaying, 
More pleasure than the crowded streets shall yield. 
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The wild birds' song, amid tbeir leafy dwellirg, — 
The murmurs of the streamlet at our feet, — 
The stillness round us — worldly feelings quelling : — 
Will not these lure thee to our calm retreat ? — 

Oh ! when the Spring hath thrown her spell around thee, 
Will not thy heart — responsive to her voice — 

Fling off the earthly cares whose chains have bound thee , 
And once more — even as a child — rejoice ? 

How oft have I — ^bowed down by care and sorrow, 
« Fled from the haunts of idle, reckless mirth, 
From Nature's stores some holier hope to borrow : — 
Again I try her power :— come forth ! come forth I 

STANZAS, 

INSCRIBED TO MRS. H. M. GRIFFITHS. 

** They say that all things change, but Friendship knows 
That there are hearts which change not, though the world 
Has tried them to the utmost." * 

My changeless Friend ! the wreath I twine 

Linked with thy name must be, 
A simple offering for the shrine 

Which Friendship rears to Thee ! 
M 2 
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The friends who shared each happier hour, 

And all their gladness knew, 
Saw the dark tempests round me lour, 

And from my side withdrew. 

Bat t^um — ^unlike that worldly race, 

Wast still the same to me, 
Not even Fancy's eye could trace 

The slightest change in Thee ! 

When others frowned, I knew th^ smile 

Would kindly greet me ptill. 
My heart of heavy griefs beguile, 

And cheer in every ill. 

Would that AflFection's earnest prayer 

A magic spell might be, 
To guard from sorrow — banish care — 

And shed sweet Peace roiind Thee ! 

God BLESS thee through the coming hours, 

Thy dearest hopes fulfil ; — 
Throw round thy path life's brightest flowers, 

And shield from every ill i 
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LINES. 

SUOOBSTED BY A POBTBAIT OF THE YOUNOBST 
DAUGHTER OF MB. WESTLEY, (OF THE SOHO) — 
PAINTED BY MB. E. DOMMETT. 

She sits beside her faithful dog, — a gay and happy child, 
And her laugh amidst that lonely scene sounds musical 

and wild! 
Her lip is wreathed with joyous smiles, — her bright and 

beaming eyes 
Wear the pure heavenly hue that decks Italia's cloudless 

skies. 
The shallow brook that ripples by so calmly at her feet, 
Of the life she hitherto hath led might seem an emblem 

meet. 
Unraffled, as its surface seems, the years have glided by, 
Protected by a Father's love, a Mother's watchful eye. 
Within her childhood's happy home she hath not known 

a care. 
And life, like those bright flowers she culls, looks 

beautiful and fair. 



And Friendship's hand hath traced the scene, through 

fatnre years to be 
A slight, but prized memorial, thou gentle Child, of thee 1 

M 3 
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The scene is changed, and wailing soands are borne upon 

the air, — 
I look within a darkened room, — that lovely child is 

there I 
The life hath left that youthful form, — the light fled from 

that eye — 
Oh 1 the cherished creatures of the heart are always first 

to die I 
The Father mourns in silent grief beside his infant's 

bed, 
And the Mother's heart in agony is yearning o'er the 

dead! — 
No more will home's forsaken halls, nor her favourite 

haunts ring out 
With the music of her happy laugh, or childhood's merry 

shout. 
The shadow Death has flung around we know will pass 

away, 
For Grief, though deep and bitter, yields to Time's 

resistless sway: 
Still a sad feeling will remain, breathed not in sighs 

or tears, 
But clinging round her Parents' hearts throughout the 

coming years. 
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Yet a cheering hope — like sunlight's ray— is 'midst their 

sorrow given, 
she left the scenes of earthly joy, for a happier home in 

Heaven I 



A BIRTHDAY SONG. 

TO MY SISTER ELIZA. 

What shall I wish thee ?— Length of life ?- 

That were an evil prayer ; 
It were to wish thee woe, and strife, 

And wearying pain, and care I 
Nor dare I pray for worldly wealth — 
I'll ask for thee, the blessing — Health I 

And peace of mind — through every hour 

To bless thy future lot ; — 
And Hope, to cheer when sorrows lour, — 

And Faith— that faileth not 
Though earthly ills the soul oppress : — 
Mayst thou these best of gifts possess! 
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Peace to thee, dear One ! — Oh ! not here 

Can perfect peace be known, 
But in that higher, holier sphere, 

To which the loved have flown. 
It will be found, — and there mayst thou 
Feel the deep blisn denied us now I 

A blessing on thee t — CoM my iprsjer 

Avert all ill from thee, — 
From every anxious thought and care. 

Thy spirit should be free I 
And though I know it cannot be, 
Tet is that prayer breathed fervently I 

A blessing on thee I — O'er the Past 

Oblivion's veil be spread ; 
And Hope — ^howe'er thy lot be cast,— 

Light on the Future shed ! 
The Lyre's weak tones can never tell 
The true heart's feelings :— Fare-thee-well I 
December 3rd. 
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MY BIRTHDAY! 

** My birthday 1 What a different sound 
That word had in my yonthinl ears !" 

MOORE. 

How gaily in childhood I welcomed this day, 
Nor dreamt of fche stonna which were gathering 
around ; 
I knew that the joys then poiwest must decay. 
But I thought Qthen brighter might always be 
found 1 

I cherished in secret a proud wish for Fame — 
That is gone — ^like some Tision of thrilling delight ; 

And the wreath which I trusted would circle my name, 
Has been scathed by the touch of Time's withering 
blight r 

The feelingft— the pore, earnest, feelings— of yore. 
Perchance may remain, deeply hid in my heart ; 

But the friends I so yalued and prized are no more, 
And the world's fickle homage no joy can impart. 

« N 
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Like tlfe season, my lot has been stormy and wild, — 
Dark clouds o'er the future their shadow hare 
thrown ; 
And the hopes that, like stars, through the dreary night 
smiled, 
At the sounds of the tempest for ever have flown. 

Yet as 8ome flowers through winter smile cheerfully on, 
And throughout the dftrk. Bea80]|,„ia -Ji^auty will • 
bloom, * 

Thus, though youth's ardent wishes, like summer, are gone, 
One >iope is still left shining bright through life's 
gloom. 

I look for a Sunbeam, that fades not away, — 

For a Spring, net succeeded by "Winter's sad blight, — 

For a home, where Joy feels not the breath of deoay, 
But where all shall be gladness, aad beauty, and 
light I 

Then welcome my birthday — it may be the last. 
Ere another returns I may skMp Wflh the dead, 

The fetters of earth, from my free spirit oast, — 
And rocnd me the light of Eternity shed I 
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THE VOICE OF THE STOEM. 

I COME from the caves of Ocean deep, 

I've roused the storms from their restless sleep, 

And soon will their wings in fury sweep 

From their cayemed home below : — 
On, on ye sail, in your pride and power, 
Heedless that tempests around ye lour, 
Or that ill awaits the coming hour : — 

Woe, for the proud ones, woe ! 

On the deck are spirits proud and high : — 
They dream not of storms and danger nigh ; 
They mark not the white cloud in the sky, 

Nor the sunset's lurid glow : 
Ere long they shall hear the thunder roar, 
And, the hour of worldly folly o'er, 
Shall vainly wish for the distant show : — 
, Woe, for the proud ones, woe ! 

Musi»i»^ome on the evening air, 
And mirth's light laughter is echoed there 
From lips that would breathe the anguished prayer, 
If their hearts their doom could know : 
N 3 
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Though quiet now are the Sea and Skies, 
Soon the Storm Spirit in rage will riw 
From the hidden cayems where he lies : — 
Woe, for the proud ones, woe 1 



Men pace that deok, who haye liyed in sin, 
And checked the whispers of good within ; 
And thought it enough if they could win 

Hours of reckless mirth helow : 
When the Storm comes from his Ocean lair, 
Their cry of fearful and wild despair 
Will be the most bitter sound heard there : — 

Woe, for the proud ones, woe t 



The young and joyous— the gay and free — 
How changed will their present feelings be 
When the tempest wakes the slumbering Sea, 

And the wayes in anger flow ! 
They will call on Him they long forgot, 
Nor served when joy bless'd their earthly lot :— 
The God they despised will hear them not : — 

Woe, for the proud ones, woe ! 
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How soon their allotted hours will fly ! 

They have looked their last on Earth and Sky ! — 

The Storm hadi come ( — ^tbat reckless crew lie 

In the caves where sea-weeds grow ! — 
And ye of Earth, in your joyous hour, 
Bemember that evils around you lour ; — 
S'e too must bend to Death's mighty power 1 — 

Woe, for the proud ones, woe ! 



CONCLUDING STANZAS. 



Mt own dear Father ! Thou whose very name 

Is dearer far than aught of earth to me ! 
Thou, for whose sake I seek the wreath of Fame — 

Mt Father ! this last lay I breathe for Thee, 

And consecrate it to tht memory t 
And if my verse in coming years be known. 

And bright renown my future guerdon be, 
'Twill be buf prized, becaud^ its ray hath shone 
At length upon the name, that, Father, was tkme own I 

N 3 
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They look upon this page who knew Thee not, 
Nor how my loie for Thee inspires my lay ; — 

Mine would have been indeed too sad a lot 
If Thy remembranoe e'er had passed away :— 
But no ! — where'er it was my lot to stray, 

Whate'er to suffer,— struggle with,— or bear, 
Still could the thought of Thee, dear Father ! sway 

My heart, — untamed as yet by grief or oare ; 
And, like a holy spell, shed peace and gladness there ! 



Trials and woe beset my path through life, 
And sometimes hath my ardent heart been led 

By the strong ties of sorrow — love — or strife. 

From the straight " narrow way" it sought to tread, — 
Then came a dream of Thee, — like sunlight shed 

On midnight's gloom, — and I have tried to be 

What thou wouldst have approved, if from the dead 

Thou hadst been spared to guide and govern me : — 
Oh I that I might become somewhat more worthy Thee ! 
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IV, 



Father ! a lonely lot to me is giyen, 
But one bright hope hath banished despair ; — 

Thy home is midst the changeless joys of Heaven, 
And I would seek to meet thy spirit there, 
Free from earth's heavy bonds of grief and care,- 

Pass through the passage of the dreary tomb, 
And in the kingdom of '^ Our Father" share 

With thee the same eternal glorious home, 
Where death, and tears, and sorrow cannot come ! 



Oh ! passionate as is my love of Fame, 
So deep the sorrows which my heart enthrall. 

That I had long ago foregone my aim. 
But Memory would some dream of Thee recall 
And nerve me to endure and bear with all. — 

No laggard in the race thy child must be, 
Wliate'er of bitter trials may befall : — 

That she may prove how true, how fervently 
She treasures to the last, her early love for Thee ! 
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And now again I lay aside my Lyre, 

Whilst yet Thy name is breathed by every string, 
And my heart echoes it — ^beloved Sire ! 

Fondly to Thee that heart through life will cling, 

And eyer to thy shrine in homage bring 
The lay that faintly of my love can tell : 

Around Thy name may Fame her halo fling, 
And Memory gift it with a sacred spell 
That shall not fade or die : My Father— Farb- 

THEE-WELL ! 
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